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Spoke  by  Mrs.  *B  ARRERt 

A Virtuous  Wife  ! Why  what  a damn dmijlakf 
The  Poet* s in 5 to  thin k^t his  Play  can  take? 

Nay , in  this  age,  where  Virtue  is  as  fcarce 
As  Truth  in  Women , Wit  in  the  lajl  Farce , 

Or  Coin  ’mongff  the  disbanded  Sons  of  Men's, 

Who  now  to  th'  Farmers  Daughters  talk  of  Plot, 

Then  make  ’ urn  trudge  to  Town  with  Toothlefs  Brats , 

That  fprawl  in  th*  Handbasket, and  mew  like  Cats% 

No  flying  from  Colours , Made  the  Captains  dull , 

Children  and  Fagots 5 kept  them  always  full? 

If  Our  Houfe  were  but  Jo  for  every  Playy 
I'de  foots  defert  my  Virtuous  part  todays 
A Part,  that  I am  fure 5 can  take  with  none 
But  Women , or  fome  Citt,  that  pays  half e a Crown , 

To  fee  this  Wife,  that  he  maycurje  his  own . 

So  modijh  Beldam  once  did  breaks  the  Glafs 
i hat  frighted  her  with  her  damnxl  ugly  Face  5 
And  why  then  Jhonld  I play’t } faith  ill  give  o'er 
Dcflcrt  the  Mufcs  Canfe,  and  play  no  more $ 

ForVndcx\n\,  Jevan  Currier,  Tony  Lee, 

Nokes,  all  have  belter  Characters  than  me. 

Lee  peeps  out  of  a little  window  over  the  Stage. 

Lee.  What  Mrs.  Barrerl  hah- — What’s  that  you  fay  ? 

Have  I a better  Clwa&er  in.  th’  Play  ? — 

The  Devil  1 have  as  foon pox ! don’t  collogue 

] Play  a Fool  you  know,  a filly  Rogue  — 

Barr,  Say  what  you  pleafe,  ’tis  written  with  more  Artv> 

Pray  tell  the  Poet  fo,  and  there’s  his  Part. 

Lee* 
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Lee . Hold  hold,  — ’sdeath  are  you  mad,  (hall  we  lye  dovtnST  brows  her 
Lofeall  our  (hares,  nay,  and  affront  the  Town  > [Bart  away* 
For  lhame — What  ’mongft  our  fflves  have  Civil  Wars? 

Bar.  Pith — 1 canlive  without  ye,  thank  my  Stars. 

Lee.  Without  us — very  fine— gad  (he  provokes- — • 

Come  Madam  Lofty  I perceive  your  Jokes* 

This  is  a Plot,  a trick- — 5twixt  you  and  Nokff — — 

Nokcs  peeps  out  of  a little  Window  the  ether  fide  of  the  St$ge. 

No\es.  How  me  ? and  what  of  me  , peart  brother  Tony  > 

Lee.  Why  Sir, T fay  you’re  Mrs  Barren  Crony, 

And  teaeft  her  to  throw  up  her  Parts. 

Nokes.  Ye  lye. 

And  you?re  a Pimp,  a Pandarus  of  Troy 
A Gripe,  a Fumble. 

Lee.  Nay,  and  you  ’gin  to  quarrel, 

Gad  ye're  a Swafh,  a Toby  in  a Parrel, 

Would  you  were  here. 

Nokes . I faith  would  I were  there. 

Barr.  Well,  I muft  do’t  I fee,  or  lofe  my  (hare. 

Come  come— be  friends,  I’ll  Ad— for  once  I’ll  trye. 

Lee.  Why  then  alls  well  again (Shuts one  Window. 

Noises.  And  fo  fay  I. Shuts  i* other  Window. 

Barr.  Since  then  I muft  this  virtuous  form  put  on, 

That  like  old  fafhion’d  Clothes,  (its  well  on  none. 

Atleaft,  as  you  think  Gallants,  ufe  me  well  (To  the  Audience. 
Praife  me,  and  lye  like  any  Fiends  of  Hell— 

For  if  you  fail,  I’ll  die  from  your  illufion, 

And  turn  true  virtuous  Wife  to  your  confufion. 


Drammatis 


Drammaris  Perfonae. 


Beverly.  A wi}d  extravagant  Gentleman,  Husband ^MrJftarrif. 

to  Olivia  S 

Beaufurd.  A young  wild  unfortunate  fellow,  al-  ^ 

ways  engaging  himfelf  in  Intrigues,  but  >Mr.  Smith. 
never  profpering  in  any.  y 

Sir Frol.iybim,  A humorous  old  Knight,  vext  that^ 

now  he  isold,  he  cannot  follow  the>Mr.  Jevan. 
vices  and  debauchery  of  Youth.  j 

Sit  Lub.Widg.  His  Nephew  and  Ward,  anincor-^  ' 

rigible  Fool,  fuitor  to  my  Lady  yMr.  Lee. 
Beardly.  S 

Brain-worm.  A clownilh  fellow  fervant  to  Branford, 

Amble.  Servant  to  Beverley.  Mr.  Vndtrhil* 

Crotcbett . A Singing*Mafter.  Mr  .Bowman.* 

Women. 


Olivia.  The  Virtuous  Wife,  a witty  high  IpiritedT, 

Woman,  Wife  to  Beverly.  jMrs<  Bamr‘ 

Za.  Beardly . An  amorous  impertinent  old  Woman  \ 

one  that  has  buried  three  Husbands,  >Mr. 
yet  Hill  very  defirous  to  be  courted,  y 

Jenny  TFbeadte.  A Town  Jilt,  kept  by  Beverly  Mrs.  Currcr. 

Lidia.  Sifter  to  Beverly , in  love  with  Be  an 7 $ 

ford.  y 9 y 

HJJickj  Woman  to  Lady  Beardly . Mrs  Norrice. 

©oldfmith,  Servants,  and  Attendants. 
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F^ys  Writ  by  John 
Dryden,  Efo 


Ltmberham,  or  the  Kind  Keeper. 
Miftakgn  Husband,  Part. 
Oedipus , King  of  Theebs . 
Notes  of  Moroctyr. 


Plays  Writ  by  Mr. Lee. 


Nero , a Tragedy. 

Sopbonisba,  a Tragedy. 

Gloriana , a Tragedy. 

Alexander  the  Great. 

Methridates  King  of  PonUts. 

Csifar  Borgia , Son  of  Pope  Alex- 
ander the  Sxith. 

Oedipus  in  part,  with  Efq,  V. 


(plays  Writ  by  Mr.  Crown. 

Califlo , A died  by  the  Lady  Mary , 
and  the  Lady  Anne , and  many 
other  of  the  Grtateft  Quality  at 
Court. 

A ndromarhe , a T ragedy. 

Country- Wit,  a Comedy. 
Dejtruliion  of  Jcrufalem , in  Two 

Parts. 


flays  Writ  by  Mr* 
Durfey. 


Madam  Pickell. 

Fond  Husband . 

Fool  turn’d  Critic 
Ef quire  Old-fap. 

Virtuous  Wife , all  Five  Comedies. 


Tartuf,  a Comedy. 

F arced  Marriage , a Comedy. 
Generous  Enemies,  a Comedy. 
Englijh  Klonfieur,  a Comedy* 
All  Miftaken,  a Comedy. 
Town-Fop,  a Comedy. 
Abdelhzor,  a Tragedy. 

Plain  Dealer. 

New  Novels. 

Happy  Slave . 

Heroyne  Mufquiteer. 

Princes  of  Cleves . 

Maria  Manchina . 

Obliging  Mijirifs • 

Double  Cuckold. 

Unfortunate  Heroe . 

Admanzor,  and  Allmanzade. 
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Enter  Mr.  Beverly,  Matilda,  Amble,  waiting. 

Bev.  Il«  Rithee  good  Siren,Sing  no  more ! Do  not  (pread 

■I  thy  Nets  to  my  undoing , nor  draw  me 

JB  any  further  *,  I am  this  hour  a Man  of  bufi- 

||p™^  nefs.  Bulmefs,  fweet  heart  S a bleffing  your 

H Function  alwayes  muft  give  way  to.  There- 

Jg|  fore  farewell:  nay  now  thou  wilt  be  fo-trou- 

blefome.Sirrah,bid  the  Coachman  make  ready. 

Matild.  Will  ye  everufe  me  thus  ? I fwear  you  are  lately  grown 
fo  ill  natui’d,  my  patience  is  quite  tired- — What  Bufinefs  can  you 
have  ? or  if  it  be  fo,  methir.ks  my  Company  (hould  outweigh  all. 

Sever.  Well  faid  Lady  Vanity 1 warrant  you  think  that  glance 

quaintly  with  the  Corner  of  your  eye  beares  an  ineftimable  value , 
and  net  to  be  poilibly  deferred. 

B Matild. 
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Matild.  Not  I,  I aflure  you— — 

Bever.  O yes  ! or  that  the  foft  Rofie  infide  of  your  hand,  the  In- 
dex of  youth  and  Wealthy  Nature  deferves  Millions  of  Rifles  from 
the  Charm’d  Adorerj  ha!  come,  confefs,  Is  not  this  your  thought ? 

Matild . I heed  not  anfvver  , Sir,  if  you  were  as  ready  to  have  a 
good  natur’d  -Opinion  of  me,  as  you  are  to  vent  your  ill-natur’d  Jefr, 
But,  fince  Raillery  is  your  Chief  Diverfion,  I hope  I may  tell  you, 
that  whatever  my  Perfon  has,  my  Love  I5m  fure  has  deferved  bet-* 
ter  ufage  from  you. 

Bever . How  better  ufage  ! nay,  gad,  I deny  that,  except  I have 
drcam’t  all  this  while- — By  heaven  thou  hail:  like  a Ufurer,  hoarded 
up  my  Love  for  thi£  halfe  year,  without  allowing  me  wherewith  to 
defray  Occafional  Expences » and,  that  Craving  Creature  that  experts 
more,  I think  is  moft  unconfcionable. 

Matild.  And  that  dull  Flegmatick  Creature,  that  pays  lefs,  I am 

fure  is  mofl  ungrateful - But,  Is  this  Raillery  obliging  d’ee  think 

now  ? Is  this  confident  with  the  Love  you  have  protefted  ? Are 
the£$  the  fruits  of  paflion  ? 

Bever.  Paflion  ! fy  fy  ! name  it  no  more  ! Folly,  though  but  once 
recited,  is  too  much.  ’Tis  (hameful  to  hear  it  twice : befides,  Ma- 
dam, Love  and  Paflion  are  onely  fit  for  vacant  houres,  the  friends  of 
idlenefs,  and  fowl  weather , when  that  Divine  Eflence  our  Reafon 
has  leifure  to  let  loofe  our  Soules  to  things  tranfitory — — ’Tis  for 
& Cloudy  feafon,  fweet  heart.  There’s  other  matters  to  be  perform’d 
when  the  Sun  fhines. 

Matild . And  pray  what  do  you  call  Celeftial,  if  Love  and  Beauty 
are  fuch  tranfitory  things? 

‘ Bever . What — Why, Immortal  Wit,  true  Friends,  fprightfy 

Champaign,  heavenly  Mufick,  Philofophical  Arguments,  Exercife, 
and  a number  more.  Beauty  is  but  a Sewer  to  thefe,  a Grace  Cup, 
when  the  great  Banquet  is  ended,  and  is  ufed  by  your  true  Lover, 
as  the  laft  Courfe,  fruit  is  onely  for  the  fake  of  Digeftion. 

Matild.  Well -what  you  pleafe,  you  know  your  power  over 

me.  QVeeps. 

Bever.  Ha,  ha, ha Come,  I have  done.  I’ll  vex  thee  no  more. 

Thou  knowft  my  peevifh  temper,  and  fhouldft  bear  with  it 

Come,  no  more  of  this  April  weather  ^ Heark’ee , I have  befpoke  a 
Ring  of  my  Goldfmith  for  Thee.  ’Twill  coft  me  30  Guinnies,  and 
expert  it  home  this  morning— let  that  reconcile  all  — ■ ■ by  heaven 
I do  love  Thee. 

Matild.  You  did  love  me  before  you  were  Marry’d : but  (hefe 
Wives  are  fuch  Covetous  Creatures,  They’ll  be  fure  to  grutch  a 
(hilling  to  another,  be  their  own  Coffers  never  fo  full — 

Bever . Then  more,  to  confirm  my  Love  to  Thee,  know,  that  I am 
grown  Jealous  of  my  Wife,  and  fear  I have  Caufe — » 

Matild* 
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Matild.  You  have  often  begun  to  tell  me  how  your  Marriage  came 
to  effc&,  and  the  caufe  of  changing  your  name — but  never  end- 
cd  it. 

Lever.  Now  liften  then.  There  was  a Gentleman,  one  Beauford * 
bred  up  here  at  our  Univerfity,  who,  about  two  years  fincc,  unfortu- 
nately killing  a Gentleman  in  a Duel,  was  forc’d  to  fly - but,  ere  he 
went,  there  was  a Match  propounded  by  his  Father  ( and  for  fbme 
time  fccretly  carried  on  by  him  ) betwixt  his  Son,  and  my  now 
Wife,  the  foie  Daughter  and  Heir  of  the  old  Lord  1 borough-good  i fhe 
never  faw  Beauford  but  once,  and  then  this  misfortune  happening,  the 
buflnefs  was  deferred  — till  he  got  his  Pardon  ^ but,  before  he  could 
procure  it,  the  old  man  his  Father  dy’d,  leaving  his  Eflate  in  Truftees 
hands , till  Beauford  {hould  come  to  age.  Now*,  in  this  juncture,  I 
neerly  refembling  him  in  flature,and  complexion,  and  being  then  paf- 
fionately  in  Love  with  Olivia,  boldly  purfu’d  the  Plot,  and,  about  fix 
Months  flnee,  changing  my  Name  for  his,  as  if  I came  juft  then  from 
Tarii,  made  my  Addrefs-  Twas  doubtful  at  firft,  by  reafon  we  differ 
a little  in  Face  s but,  telling  her  I had  lately  been  fick  of  the  Small 
Pox  , which  had  extremely  alter’d  me,  it  pafs’d  clearly,  and  in  a 
Weeks  time  I Married  her,  then  difeover’d  all,  and  ask’d  her  pardon* 
which  (he  never  wou’d  grant,  and  that’s  the  reafon  of  all  our  Quar- 
rels and  Jealoufies— 

Matild.  But,  What  will  you  do,  when  the  real  Beaufort  returnes  ? 
Ywill  be  no  ealie  matter  to  perfwade  him  out  of  his  Name. 

Bever . Nor  he  me  out  of  my  Wife  *,  and,  to  deal  freely,  I expeft 
him  every  day.  For,  his  Friends  have  got  his  Pardon,  and  ex- 
pe6t  his  return  fuddenly.  How  now  ! 

Enter  Amble, 

Amble.  Sir,  my  Lady  is  walking  down  this  way. 

j Sever.  Begcn  then  my  Dear.  'Tisnot  fit  (he  fee  thee:  but, before 
you  come  to  morrow  to  my  Houfe,  I’ll  contrive  fame  way  to  fhift 
her  off,  and  then  wee’ll  wafte  an  hour  or  two  alone. 

J.  V\  bead.  Will  you  be  fore  to  remember,  a Wife  is  foch  a Mrg- 
netick  kind  of  Creature,  that  I am  afraid  you5ll  forget  me. 

Bever.  I won’t,  my  honor  on  my  word. 

J.  wbead.  And,  Will  you  ftill  remember  your  poor  Love^ 

Bever . While  my  Life  lafts. 

J . Whead . Will  you  indeed  ? 

Sever.  Indeed  I will  ^ fee,  yonder  foe’s  coming,  prithee  goe* 

J . W bead.  Well  then  adue — - What,  won't  you  kifs  meat  part- 
ing ? Lord,  that  a Wife  foould  fo  alter  a Man,  a Kifs  fore  can’t  bs 
mis’t.  * ^ 

Bever.  No,  not  a Thoufand*,  but  prithee  now  be  gone,  I am  a- 
fraid  foe  fee's  thee  — ; (Kifpsber* 

> - ' B 3 Amble  a 
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llfrnZle , wait  on  her  home  , and  then  go  to  the  Goldfmith,  and  fee 
if  the  "Ring  be  done — De’e  hear  ! 

Amble,  Yes  Sir, — (Exit  Amble  and  J.  JFheadle. 

Sever,  Here  (he  comes , now  for  a Scene  of  Love,  Marriage-gal- 
lantry, which,  in  our  modifh  fence  is  down-right  Pvailing,  the  effedt 
of  Jeajoufy  and  Negligence, and  as  natural  to  the  Marry’d-Tribe , as 

want  of  hone  ft' y is  to  thofe  that  profefs  it -hem — pray  heaven  I 

have  but  breath  enough,  that’s  all  my  fear. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Eofe. 

Oliv.  What  alone  Sir ! at  this  time  of  day,  and  mufing  too,  this  is  a 
miracle,  not  one  of  your  Brothers  of  the  Eottle  here,  nor  Dear 
Friends  of  t'other  Sex,  to  keep  off  pelting  M.elancholly — this  is  very 
drange. 

Sever,  Let  there  be  no  Scandals  rais’d  upon  the  Bottle,  I befeech 
you  Madam,  for,  to  my  knowledge,  the  Wine  within  that  Bottle  has 
been  a Bleffing  to  a Man,  when  his  Impertinent  Wife  has  been  a 
Plague  to  him. 

Olh-.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  think  not  that  I find  fault  with  the  Wine, 
for  that  is  our  Friend  as  much  as  yours,  and  often  to  oblige  us,  makes 
the  Jealous  Husband  ileep  Roundly*  That  the  Wedlock-Bed  may 
be  free  from  his  Midnight  unfeafonable  railing. 

Sever.  Nay,  rather,  we  may  be  free  from  your  unreafonable  Imper- 
tinencies  *?  thofe  houres  Nature  allows  us  for  reft,  you  take  the  privi- 
ledge  to  airturbe  with  your  damn’d  Quedions*  and,  gad  I have  of- 
ten anfwer’d  e’m  as  Children  fay  their  Prayers,  fo  between  fleepand 

avvake that  I have  never  confider’d  my  own  words,  nor  your 

fatisfa  diion. 

Oliv.  My  fatisfadiion— I dare  fwear  you  did  not,  for  if  you  had, you 
would  have  flept  foundlv,flept,Sir,as  you  us’d  to  do  thofe  nights, when 
you  have  been  wear/ with  the  Dayes  Fatigue.  Your  Mouth  open, 
as  if  you  were  -(wallowing  the  Jealous  Aire,  that  was  te  be  vented  a- 
gaind  me  the  next  morning,  and  fnoring  in  fuch  a horrid  Whirling 

Tone,  fuch  a Barbrous  Untunable  Key That  the  poor  Bellman 

has  often  flood  frighted  at  the  dore,  with  the  apprehenfion  of  Ghofts 
and  Murders. 

Sever,  What’s  this  ? I fnore?  I tell  thee,  Thou  mod  intolerable 
provoking  Woman**  No  Man  in  Chrifiendom  deeps  more  filently 
than  I,  or  with  a clearer  Confcience,  I thank  Providence- 

Oliv.  Nay,  talk  not  of  Confcience,  Sir,  for  that,  to  my  knowledge 
is  in  your  Miftreffes  power,  and  fhe  keeps  it  clofe  (hut  up  in  the 
fame  purfe  where  fhe  keeps  her  Guinnyes. 

Sever,  I aMLftrefs gad  would  I could' get  one  at  a reafona- 

ble  rate,  that  I may  be  reveng’d  on  Thee  l well,  I’ll  comfort  my 
felf  with  the  hopes,  that  there  may  a chance  happen,  and  then  thank 
your  felf,  that  are  fo  ill  furnifh’d  with  new  Charmes.  That  your 

very 
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very  expreffions,  and  fometimes  Drefs  b;  grown  oldTafhion’d,  and 
faith  lever  hated  Stale- Wares  I confefs.  They  were  never  for  my 
purchafe. 

Oliv.  Stale!  what  is  it  you  think  fo  Stale  Sir  ? 

Bever.  Why,  a Wife  of  iix  moneths  (landing  is  Stale  I think  j what 
a pox — would  you  have? 

Oliv.  *Tis  the  corruption  of  Matrimony  that  make  us  fo,  if  we 

are.  Mix  Gold  with  Lead,  and  fee  if  the  bafenefs  of  the  one 

does  not  Eclipfe  the  lufter  of  the  other. 

Bever . Ay  that  Lufter  you  fpeak  of,’ is  fo  foon  vanifh’d,  that  a 
man  ought  to  be  of  a good  found  faith,  to  believe  ’tis  to  be  found 
in  any  Woman,  much  lefs  in  the  married  Tribe  — for  a Woman’s 
like  a falfe  Guinney,  that  at  fir  ft  being  little  worn,  might  perhaps  pafs 
current,  but  once  tryed  by  the  Touchftone-Mariage,  is  found  damna- 
bly counterfeit,  and  good  for  nothing. 

Oliv.  And  to  requite  your  Simile,  Sir,  a dull  Husband  is  like  an  ill 
clock,  he  always  (hikes  falfe,  and  is  ever  mending,  and  were  it  not 
forfafhion  fake,  Ifwear,  I think  we  had  better  have  none. 

Bever.  The  Devil’s  in  her,  (lie  will  have  the  Jaft  word,  and  I mud 
begone  in  my  own  defence.  Well  Madam.  I have  other  bufinefs 
now  than  to  (land  chatting  with  you,  but  affure  your  fdf,T  (hall  find 
a time  to  requite  your  Repartee:  and  fo  adieu  dear  Wife. 

Oliv*  Your  fervant  dear  Husband.  ( Fleering. 

Bever . Very  well.  There’s  no  harm  in  this  I hope.  Exit. 

Enter  Lidia. 

Lidia.  Sifter,  your  puniftiment  is  like  to  increafe,  who  d’ye  think’s 
coming  yonder  ? 

Oliv.  Icann’t  imagine,  prethee  who? 

Lidia.  Beanford  : the  real  Beauford  is  return’d,  has  got  his  pardon, 
and  is  juft  come  to  Town-,  I overlook  him  juft  now,  he  and  his 
Man  are  coming  down  this  way. 

Oliv . Now  Husband  be  kind  to  me,  if  thou  canft,  thou  never  hadft 
more  caufe.  Come,  let’s  makehafte  away,  for  I dare  not  let  him 
know  me  now. 

Lid.  For  fear  of  your  Husband  I warrant!  well,  if  this  be  the 
Fate  of  Marriage,  Heaven  keep  me  in  a better  mind.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Beaufort  and  Brainworm. 

Beauf.  Sirrah,  this  is  the  place  where  we  muft  firft  pitch  our  Tent 
in  purfuance  of  my  defigne.  ’Twasherel  had  the  misfortune  of  the 
Duel,  which  has  fince  done  me  fo  much  injury  in  caufing  my  abfence, 
for  at  that  time  I had  commenced  two  Intrigues,  that  would  have 
fufficiently  recompeuc’d  my  trouble,  if  e Devil  had  nor  ruled  in 
the  air,  and  hedg’d  me  into  that  quarrel. 

Brain* 
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Brain.  Ah  Sir ! he  rules  in  the  Earth  as  well  as  the  Air,  and  where 
there's  any  Wine  or  Women  to  be  had,  you  may  be  fure  the  Devils 
nor  far  off.  But  come  Sir,  rhy  Charge,  where  lodges  the  Fairy,  that 
f am  to  be  AmbafTador  to  ? I guefs  my  Office,  I am  to  be  Pimp- 

General  hill. 

Beauf.  No  firrah,  you  mufi;  help  me  to  contrive  how  to  fpeak  with 
Olivia  > a fine  Woman,  and  think  I fhall  be  welcome.  But  d'ye  hear, 
do’nt  let  me  relye  upon  my  own  invention:,  for  ’tis  forty  to  one 
but  I fpoil  all,  for  I am  the  unluckicft  fellow  at  an  Intrigue,  I be- 
lieve, that  ever  breath’d.  I have  run  through  more  hazards  than  e- 
ver  Don  Quixot  did,  and  I think  have  often  efcap’d  as  ill. 

Brain.  No  faith  Sir,  you  have  done  very  well  for  your  time,  I 
think  you  were  not  pumpt  and  beaten  above  three  times  about  your 
laft  bufinefs,  were  you  Sir? 

Beauf.  No  Rafcal,  not  pumpt  at  all:  but  the  truth  is,  I was  three 
times  fwing’d  confoundedly. 

Brain.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! great  pity  in  good  faith : but  fee  the  difference 
in  Conftitutions  now : I warrant  another  man  would  have  been  fuch 
a fool  to  have  left  off,  and  ventur’d  no  more,  and  now  you  are  rea- 
dy for  another  beating. 

Beauf.  A Miftrifs,  but  not  beating  Rafcal,  nor  had  the  laft  pre- 
vail’d fo , had  I not  been  orepoweFd } but  the  Devil's  in’t,  my 
damn’d  fortune  (fill  jades  me,  for  when  I have  brought  a Plot  juft 
to  perfection,  by  fome  awkard  negligent  adtion  or  other,  I am  fure 
to  fpoilall  agen,  and  then  if  no  skirmifh  happen,  ’tis  ten  to  one  but 

1 am  difgrac’d,  and  that’s  all  one:  as  for  example,  When  I was 
in  Town  lad,  dining  at  a Judges  Houfe,  whilft  he  was  in  his  ftudy 
fctling  fome  Law-bufmefs,  I took  the  boldnefs  to  make  Love  to  his 
Wife. 

Brain.  A very  pretty  boldnefs  truly— and  yet  I think  you  never 
(aw  her  before,  Sir. 

Beauf.  Never  not  I * pox,  I never  confider acquaintance  in  thefe 
cafes:  well,  fhe  was  tollerable  handfome  faith,  and  of  a good  com* 
plexion,  but  had  one  damnable  fault. — 

Brain . What,  Squinting  eks,  or  rotten  Teeth  > 

Beauf.  Neither  firrah,  but  damnably  given  to  take  tobacco,  and  ve- 
ry inclinable  to  drink  Brandy:  but  in  (hort,  we  agreed  about  the 
bulinefs,  very  well, and  faith  in  a little  time  were  grown  very  intimate. 

Brain.  Ay, very  intimate  ^ I knew’twould  come  to  that,  a fine  In- 
timacy indeed;,  why  Sir,  do  you  never  intend  to  have  any  confidera- 
tion  } What  cuckold  a Judged  O Lord  ! a Reverend  Judge — if 
you  fhould  happen  to  be  a Plotter  now,  and  come  to  have  any  Sef- 
iions-houfe  bufinefs,  you’ll  be  in  a fine  condition,  hang’d  at  lead: — * 
Mercy  on  us  a Judge ! 

Beauf.  A Judge!  ay  a Judge.  What  a devil  is  that  fuch  a won- 
der now  ! Sirrah,  here  was  the  Mifchicfj  My  Lord,  and  fhe  lay  in 

two 
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(wo  feveral  Chambers,  and  I being  commanded  thither,  came  one 
night  with  my  friend,  and  lay  in  another  room  clofe  by:,  about  mid- 
night I had  occafion  to  rife,  and  go  to  my  Lady  to  difcoiufe  with 
her  about,  fome  very  fecret  bufinefs. 

Brainw.  Ay  ay  ! Law  Cafes  State  politicks,  and  fuch  like.' — ■ 

Beauf.  Right  firrah — but  returning  back  agen- — in  the  dark — « 
as  the  devil  would  have  it,  that  always  helps  me  out  at  a dead  lift — . 
I thank  him — inftead  of  going  into  the  right  chamber  to  my  friend  — 
I makes  into  the  other  room,  and  goes  to  bed  to  my  Lord  

Brainrv . Ha ! ha  !!  ha  ! very  fine  indeed 

Beauf.  There  did  I tell  him  ( thinking  it  had  been  my  friends  all 
that  had  paft  between  me  and  this  Lady,  of  a Jewel  (he  gave  me, 
and  what  time  was  appointed  for  our  meeting  agen — in  fine  Co 
much,  that  the  poor  old  man  was  e’en  out  of  his  wit  — for  he  cries 
out  murder,  calls  up  his  fervants,  hunts  about  for  his  fword,  and  had 
certainly  kill’d  me,  if  in  this  amazement  I had  notjumptout  of  the 
Window  into  the  Garden,  and  with  the  hazard  of  my  Neck  and 
Legs,  made  my  efcape  : But  what  became  of  my  lleeping  friend, 
Heaven  knows,  I have  neither  feen  him  nor  her  fince. 

Brain . Why  faith,  Signior,  this  was  ill  Luck,  that’s  the  truth  on’t, 
but  what  if  it  fhould  be  catching  now,  and  that  I by  following  your 
ill  fortune,  fhould  have  the  ill  fortune  to  be  hang’d  for  company  — 
I gueftion  whether  the  wages  you  give  would  make  me  amends. 

Beauf.  Ah  firrah — your  cowardize  would  be  fure  tofecure  you. 

Brain.  How  now!  whoarethefe  ? 

Enter  Sir  Frolick  Whimfey,  Sir  Lubberly, Widgeon, 
and  Singing  M after,. 

Beauf  I know ’em,  5tis  Sir  Frolic]^  Whimfey,  an  excellent  old  hu- 
mourift,  one  fo  much  in  love  with  the  debauchery  and  vices  of 
youth- — that  he  is  always  complaing  of  his  Age  and  Impotence, 
tother  is  his  Nephew,  and  Ward,  one  Sit  Lubberly  Widgeon , an  in- 
corrigible fool,  and  fo  us’d. 

Sing-M.  Sol,  la,  me,  fa,fol,  la— Come  Sir  begin. 

Beauf.  Hark,  a Sifiging-Mafter-  I511  lay  my  life,  let’s-  (land  by  and 
Iiflen. — • 

Sir  Frol.  Give  me  patience,  mufti  (till  be  thus  tormented?  troth 
Sit  Lubberly let  me  tell'  you — —ye  area  very  provoking  fel- 

low, and  had  not  your  Father  conjur'd  me  on  his  death-bed,  to 
look  after  ye,  and  breed  ye  up  well,  you  fhould  have  look’d  a. 

Guardian  for  me,  you  fhould  Sir  Lubberly. 

• Sing-M.  Come  Sir,  pray  be  rui’d,  and  fing  your  Notes- — -Sol,  la, 
come  Sir,  fol,  la,  me Come. 

Sir  Frol.  Oh  give  me  patience  ! not  yet — Sir,  do  not  provoke  me. 
Do  not  I fay — sJbud  fing,  and  quickly,  or  by  this  hand 
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Sir  L.Widg.  Well  come  what  is’t  > what  is’t  ? s’bud  muft  I be 
made  a fool  thus  > Well  come ’tis  all  one,  what  is’t? 

Si Hg- M.  Sol-,  fol  . 

5/rL.  Widg.  Sol,  fol — look  now -What  the  devil  has  he  to  do 

wirh  my  foul!  Oh  Lord  ! mud  I be  thus  us’d?  Uriah  l you  arc  a 
Canting  Rafcal , and  fing  worfe  than  the  Vinegar-man,  or  Clark  of 
Fankridge ! fiirah,  you  are oh  gods  bud,  muft  I be  thus  us’d  ? 

Sing  M.  Ay  tisno  matter,  ,tis  no  matter  Sir,  I muft  bear  with  ye: 
Come  ling  your  Note  Come,  Sol,  la,  me — — * 

L.  IVidg.  Sol,  fol — la  me— pox  I (hall  never  do't — * no  no,  I 
fhali  never — why  this  is  worfe  than  learning  the  Catechifm,  and 
faying  it  at  Church  without  book.' 

Sing-M.  Well — I muft  have  patience  — This  is  common  with  be^ 
ginners,  I muft  bear  with  ye. 

Sir  Fro!.  Bear  with  him!  hang  him  ! a Dunce!  aCuckoo!  no 

time,  no  tune,  no  ear — ah hadft  thou  but  known  meayoung 

man,  I would  have  made  thee  afham’d  of  this  Sir,  believe  me,  I had 
the  prettied  way  of  finging. 

Shtg-M.  Sings  very  well  Sir  Frollicl i,  and  very  well  in  Tune. 

L.  IFidg-  Ay  very  well,  ha,  ha,  you  lying  Son  of  a whore!  very 
well  quotha,  profoundly,  he  fings  worfe  than  theprifoners  at  New- 
gate ( To  buy  us  bread  ) ah  that’s  heavenly  to’t. 

Sir  Frol . Sir  Lubberlly , you  are  a fooliih  fellow,  and  muft  , God 
mend  me,  be  taught  more  manners ! give  me  patience  ! is  it  fit  for 
you  to  to  defcant  on  a perfon  of  my  age  and  experience  ? go  to- — 
ah,  Mr.  Crotchet , I am  the  moft  unfortunate  perfon ! I am  grown  old 
o’th*  fudden,  as  ’twere,  I know  not  how,  all  my  good  parts  loft, 
quite  loft  as  god  fave  me.  I am  a Cipher  now— -good  for  nothing. 

Sing-M.  Oh  think  not  fo  Sir,  you  are  a lufty  man.  Now  Sir, 
to  divert  you,  I’ll  fing  you  a merry  Song.  ’Tisnot  cuftomary  with  us 
Profeflbrs — but  to  oblige  you  Sir- 

Sir  Frol.  Thank  you  good  Mr.  Crotchet, 

SONG 

Et  the  Traitors  plot  on , till  at  lajl  theyr  undone, 
By  hurting  their  'Brains  to  decoy  us ; 

We  rvhofe  hearts  are  at  ref,  in  our  Loyalties  Blef, 
What  Denton  or  Tower  can  annoy  us  ? 

Ambition  lihg  Wine,  does  the  Senfes  confound. 

And  Treafons  a damnable  thing. 

Then  let  him  that  things  well,  fee  his  Brimmer  go  round. 
And  pray  for  the  Safety,  and  Life  of  the  JfIN  G. 

Chorus. 
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Let  Gsfar  Live  long,  let  Cselar  live  long. 

For  ever  be  happy,  and  ever  be  young : 

And  he  that  dares  hope  to  change  a King  for  a Pope , 

Let  him  die,  let  him  die , while  C.ifar  lives  long. 

How  happy  are  we  ! when  our  thoughts  are  all  free , 

And  blejl  in  our  forced  Obedience  -, 

Whilfl  the  politicly  fool  that’s  Ambitions  to  Rule, 

Still  bankas  at  the  Oath  of  Allegiance : 

He  trembles  and  flies  from  his  numerous  foes , 

Like  a Dear  that  the  Hunters  fur  round', 

While  we  that  hate  all,  that  would  Honan  hs  depofe , 
Mahg  the  joyes  of  our  hearts,  like  our  Claffes  abound. 

Chorus. 

Let  Csefar  live  long , let  Caefar  live  long, 

For  ever  be  happy,  and  ever  be  young 
And  he  that  dares  hope  to  change  aK^lTSLG  for  a Tope, 
Let  him  die,  let  him  die,  while  Caefar  lives  long. 

Ay,  this  is  fomething.  Well- — you  have  notable  skill  on  my  word 

Sir ha  ! certainly  ill  am  not  very  much  miftaken,  your  name 

is  Beauford  Sir. 

Beauf  The  fame  Sir,  and  ever  fervant  to  Sir  FrollickJVIrimfty, 
Brainw.  Or  his  Wife. 

Beauf  Sir  Lubberly , I have  an  ambition  to  kifsyour  hand. 

Sir  L.  Widg.  Sir,  that  ambition  (hall  be  forthwith  fatisfied. 
Sing-M.  Sir  Frollicl^ — I’ll  wait  on  your  Nephew  to  morrow:  I 

fee  now  you  are  engaged (Exit  Crotchet. 

Sir  Frol,  Your  fervant  Sir — but  Mr.  Beauford , could  I have  ima- 
gin’d you  would  have  been  fuch  aftranger,  and  kept  your  affair  fo 

C clofe 
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dofe  from  your  friend:  Troth  I mud  tell  you  I take  it  ill — — 

Beauf.  Sir  ! you  know  *t  was  fit  a bufinefs  of  ^that  nature  ftiould  be 
carried  with  all  fecrefie  imaginable — for  if  I had  been  taken  e’r  I 
could  have  got  my  pardon. — 

Sir  Frol.  Ah  Sir!  you  are  merry  Sir,  and  fhoot  wide  o’th’  mark. 
But  to  come  nearer  to  ye,  ’tis  matter  of  marriage  I mean.  Mc- 
thinks  Mr.  Beauford  I might  have  been  trufred. 

Beauf.  Doubtlefs  Sir,  very  fafely.  Marriage  Sir,  What  a devil  docs 
he  mean* 

Brain.  Nay  I know  not,  but  my  Corns  ake*,  I am  afraid  here’s 
£ome  mifchief  towards. 

Beauf.  How  d’ye  Sir  FroUic\ } I believe  you  are  not  well. 

Frol.  Well  in  perfon,Sir,  but  in  troth  my  Mind  is  difordered,  I 
cannot  drink,  Sir,  if  I could  but  drink,  my  affli&ion  would  be  the 
lefs,  but  I am  the  mod  unfortunate  creature,  1 cannot  lad  a moneth, 
that’s  certain,  unlefsmy  faculty  of  drinking  returns 

Sir  L.  JVidg.  Eating  (ignides  nothing,  he  never  was  the  better  for 
that  — 

Beauf.  No! 

Sir  Frol.  Sir— I have  known  ye  the  time,  when  Ifliould  have  drunk 
ye  i 2 4 6 8 bottles  at  a fitting,  and  been  never  the  worfe,  give 
me  patience,  now  halfe  a pint  makes  me  drunk,  dead  drunk  Sir— 

lam  almod  out  of  my  wits  — didra&ed 1 cannot  bear  it. 

( weeps. 

Beauf.  You  mud  have  patience  Sir,  was  ever  fuch  an  old  cox- 
comb ? 

Sir  Frol.  What  to  be  drunk  with  halfe  a pint — by  Bacchus  ’tis  in- 
tolerable   Pray  how  does  your  Wife  Mr.  Beauford , is  fhe  breed- 

ing yet  > 

Beauf.  My  Wife ! 

Brain.  How  ! his  Wife — -why  Sir  he  has  no  Wife. 

Sir  Frol.  No  WTife — ha  ha ! you  had  bed  perfwade  me  to  tliaty 
why  I came  by  your  houfe  not  above  two  hours  agoe,  and  faw  her  at 
a window 

Sir  L . Widg.  And  I kid  her  yederday  as  die  was  coming  out  of  the 
Church  — * 

Beauf  Hey-day — whyfurel  am  in  Fairy-Land , a Wife  and  Fa- 
mily that  every  oody  knows,  and  I not  know  her  my  felf. 

Brain.  Harkee  Sir,  for  Heaven’s  fake  let's  away,  for  i believe  that 
©Id  Gentleman  is  bewitcht,  and  who  knows  but  the  Devil  may  have 
power  over  us  too  if  we  day — • 

Sirlrol.  Nay you  may  drive  to  carry  it<as  fecretly  as  you  pleafe 

Sir.  But  what  i know  1 know,  you  have  a houfe  here  in  Cheifej. — • 
a Wife  and  a Family,  and  have  been  married  above  fix  moneths. 

Beauf.  Thank  ye  heartily  Sir*,  faith  tis  the  fird  time  1 knew  cn5t> 

Brain,  ’Tis  fo  —the  Devil  is  in  him  for  certain. 


Enter 
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inter  Peter  with  a King. 

Peter . Pray  Gentlemen,  which  is  Mr.  Beaitford's  houfe> 

Sir  Frol.  Thou  needftgono  farther  fellow  — here  lie  is  himfelf. 

B eauf  My  name  is  Branford  friend,  ha/1  thou  any  bufinefs  with 
me  ? 

Peter.  No  great  bufinefs  an’t  pleafe  your  worflup,  only  I have 
brought  your  Worflup  the  Ring  your  Worflup  befpoke  of  my  Ma** 
tier  *— 

Beauf.  The  Ring? 

Brain.  Ownds  ! Thefe  are  the  fined  Wi  cheslever  heard  of. 

Peter.  My  Mailer  fays,  if  your  Lady  do  not  like  the  fafluon,  (he 

may  have  it  alter’d but  for  the  Stones,  he  dares  repofite,  they 

are  as  good  as  ever  fhe  wore,  and  of  the  right  black  Water,  and  true 
Lufter. 

Beauf.  Fox — -but  what  is  it  to  me  ?— 

Peter.  Nay,  e’en  what  your  Worflup  pleafes,  ’tisatyour  difpofe 
now 

Brain  Why  Sir you  know  you  befpoke  it  for  my  Lady — fee 

the  defedt  of  Memory  now  i Ownds  ! I remember  it  as  well,  as  if  it 
were  but  yeflerday.  Take  it  Sir,  7tis  right. 

Beauf  Well,  what’s  the  purchafe  friend  ? 

Peter.  Alas  ! I know  not  Sir,  your  Worflup  and  my  Mailer  mud 
agree  for  that. 

Brain , Ay  ay ! a very  boned  fellow  i’faith,  and  of  a good  pleafing 
Fhifiognomy — harkee  ! had  thou  nothing  for  me  friend  ? hah  ? 

Peter . Oh  gods  me  ! yes , your  name  I think  is  Amble , Mr.  Beau- 
fords  man } 

Brain  My  name  is  Trott , Cofin- German  to  Amble , and  thou  fee’ft 
I am  his  man.  Thou  canft  not  be  midaken  . 

Peter.  No  no  midaken  •,  I remember,  I think  I fa w you  once  at  the 
Talbot  drinking  of  Mumm  with  my  Cofin  Scuttle-brain. 

Brain.  Ay  the  fame  the  fame.  Well,  Scuttle- brain’s  an  honed  fel- 
low  faith  he  and  I have  been  old  Cronies. 

Peter.  Have  you  fb,  lack-a-day  ! Well  Sir,  here’s  your  Watch, ’tis 
very  well  done,  I allure  you  •,  and  Sir,  my  Mader  bid  me  tell  you* 
if  you  can  fpare  that  little  Money  now,  ’twill  do  him  a kindnefs. 

Brain.  Well,  when  my  Mader  payeshimfor  the  Ring,  tell  him  — 

Peter . Very  well  Sir,  your  fervant— I’ll  tell  him  fo,  god  bouy  to 
your  Worflup*-— 

Beauf.  Friend,  thou  had  ft  beft  day  and  take  thy  Money,  for  feat 
thou  feeft  that  nor  me  no  more. 

Peter . Ah  God  blefs  your  Worfhip  b you’re  a merry  man.  See  ye 
no  more  quotha  > there’s  a jeft  indeed  — 

Brain.  Ay,  he  jefts*  he  jefts — -he’s  a wagg.  Go,  thou’rta  very 
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honeft  fellow — See  him  no  more  quotha  — ha  ha— * 

Sir  Frol.  What  think  you  of  this  now  Sir?  you  have  noHoufe 

noWifc,  no  Family,  not  you  I warrant  ye,  this  amazes  ye  * 

Beauf.  Gad  and  fo  it  does ■ — 

Brain . Signior,  I think  ’tis  bed  to  draw  off  with  the  purchafe, 

left  it  be  purfu’d  and  retaken 

Sir  Frol.  Well  Mr.  Beaufort , your  care  in  obfcuring  your  Wife,  has 
made  me  long  to  fee  my  own.  For  know  Sir,  that  fince  I faw  you 
laft,  I am  married  toe,  and,  tho  I fay  it,  to  a Beauty,  tho  I do  not 

exclude  her  from  the  view  of  the  world  as  you  do  your but 

you  doubtlefs  have  fome  reafon  for  it and  I’ll  urge  it  no  further, 

and  fo  farewel Exit . 

Beauf.  How  ? he  married,  and  to  a young  Woman  > I muft  know 
more  of  this  \ Sir  Lubberly,  a word  with  you.  Prethee  what  young 

Lady  is  it  your  Unckle  has  married— hah 

SirL.  IV'idg . Ha~ — what  is  (lie  ? why  wou’d  you  know  now, 
wou’d  you  know  — gad  it  won’t  do- — ha  ha  ha  ! not  a word  of  the 
Pudding  not  I — ha  ha  ! are  you  thereabout  faith  } 


SINGS. 

ROfie  Cheeks  and  dimpled  Chin , 

Slow  Will  of  Stenfon. 

Cole-blacky  Eyes,  and  Milk-white  Skin, 

Oh  ! pretty  Pegg  of  Benfon. 

Beauf.  The  devil  take  thee  for  a pofitive  fool  -7  well  I muft  leave  it 
for  time  to  difeover — as  to  the  tother  bufinefs,  the  old  Knight, 

and  this,  Ring give  me  fufficient  caufe  to  believe,  I am  mifta- 

ken  for  another beitfo  •,  ’Tis but  fortune  thrown  upon  me,  and 

none  of  my  feeking.  Gomefirrah.  I have  an  old  Aunt  here  in  Town 
that  1 muft  inftantly  vifit,  (he’s  call’d  my  Lady  Beardly.  Her  cha- 

rafter  I’ll  give  thee  as  we  go  along-  how  now,  who’s  this  >■ 

Brain..  Hah  ! I know  not ; I hope  another  Witch  with  a bag  of  Mo- 
neyv 

Enter  Rofe,  and  delivers  Beauford  a Letter  and  Exit. 

Beauf.  What  afilent  Mc-iTage,  and  no  ananfwer  to  be  given  ? 

{Beads. 

Your  name  has  befrayM  both  you  and  me for  by  that  means 

I: am  married  to  the  wrong  perfon.  Seek  not  to  infringe  the  Marriage 
vow,  fince ’tis  too  late.  And  I charge  ye,  never  difturb  my  evenings 
Walk,  The  backfids  of  the  Bowling-green— ~ ( Olivia . 

The 
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The  DeviU What,  marry ’d  to  another,  and  in  my  name?  ’Tis  plain 
now  I have  been  undermin’d,  and  here’s  the  foundation  of  all  mif- 
takes — *Sdeath,  Til  challenge  the  Rafcal  inftantly.  But  hold,  that 
will  ruine  all,  for  then  except  I kill  him,  I (hall  never  have  the  pri- 
vilege of  feeing  her.  No  — to  Cuckold  him  : There’s  the  re- 
venge. Gad,  i have  a fair  invitation  here,  and  I hope  ’twill  fuc- 
ceed, 

Since  he  my  Miftrifs  got  by  fraud  i By  heav’n 

I’ll  get  his  Wite  by  Fraud,  and  then  w’arc  even.  (Exit 


ACT.  II. 


SCENE,  Lady  Beardly’s  Houfe. 


Enter  Sir  Frollick,  and  Ifabella. 

Ifab.  Ay,  prithee  dear  go  in  with  me,  my  Lady 

Beard ly  will  take  it  ill  that  you  fhould 
come  juft  to  the  Door,  and  then  away 
wirhout  feeing  her. 

Sir  froll.  Sweet  Heart my  Bufinels 

is  too  weighty  to  be  controul’d  by  your 
advice.  Go  get  ye  in  " — I’ll  ftep  over 
to  the  Coflee-houfe  to  drink  a Difh  of  T ea,  and  read  the  Votes  , And 
then  tell  her,  my  Nephew,  Sir  Lubberly^  and  I, will  wait  on  her  y Get 
you  gone,  I fay,  farewell  — 

Ifab  To  read  the  Votes  a very  pretty  Employment.  Well,  I will 
not  raile  much  at  thee,  nor  vex  my  felf  * but,  this  I’ll  fay,  he  that 
leaves- his  Wife  when  (lie  defires  his  Company,  to  read  the  Votes, de- 
ferves  to  be  Voted  a Cuckold  as  long  as  he  lives,  did  the  news  never 
fo  nearly  concern  him  — 


Enter  Beauford  and  Brain  worm < 


Beauf.  Hah  ! Say’ft  thou  fo  ? gad,  this  muft  be  a Woman  of  Judg- 
ment by  that  fentence*  Sirrah  , thou  (halt  fee  me  board  her. 

Brain.  What,  in  your  Aunts  houfe,  and,  the  firft  thing  you  do.? 
’sbud.  Sir,  you  ruine  your  felf. 

Beauf.  Hah — this  damn’d  Rogue  goes  alwayes  about  to  hinder  my 
fortune  Sirrah,  Til  tell  thee  I’ll  do’t*  What  a pox  thou  (halt  fee 
me  fetch  her  about  Immediately. 


Brain . Sir 


i4  A VTT^l  VOVS  WIFE-  Or, 

Eraiy.  Sir,  tho’  I atm  fenfible  you  dp  not  value  a beating,  yet,  bv 
your  favour,  I do:  It  does  not  agree  with  my  Conititution,and  there- 
fore I fhali  make  an  honourable  retreat 

Beauf.  i vow  to  gad v Madam,  there  was  fo  much  wit  and  reafon  in 
what  you  faid,  that  it  was  impoflible  for  me  but  to  be  of  your  opini- 
on i and,  if  you  would  take  my  advice,  Madam — 

Brain . She  fnould  Cuckold  her  Husband  the  firft  thing  (he  did. 

If  ah.  Oh  heaven’s,  Beauford! 

Beauf.  What,  my  dear  fweet  charming  Ifabella  — Is  it  you  ? a thou- 
(and  thanks  to  Fortune  for  this  incounter:  What  a dull  Rogue  was  I 
not  to  know  thee  fooner  / for, Who  but  (lie  could  have  fpoken  fo  much 
Wit  and  Reafon  in  one  fen  fence  j> 

I fab.  I was  no  doubt  infpir’d,  by  having  you  fo  near  me?  but, 
you’d  fay,  i have  fome  reafon  - for  my  feutence,  if  you  knew 
all 

Beauf.  Knew  all — -Why  faith  ’tis  a little  unreafonable,  that  I that 
have  known  all  fo  often,  (hould  now  know  but  a part.  Come,  be  free 
with  me — Prithee  what  iVt  ? 

Brainte.  Hah!  Why,  what  fo  familiar  already/  *sbud  he  has  fetcht 
her  about  indeed —Well  — go  thy  wayes  Bully,  thou  haft  a very  dex- 
trous way  at  it,  I’ll  fay  that  for  thee. 

Ifab.  Why  then  to  thy  Continual  Torment  be  it  fpoken , know 
thou  miferable Creature,  that  I amMarry’d,  and  have  been  fo  almoft 
thefe  two  years. 

Beauf.  The  Devil  thou  haft,  ’sdeath!  What  a Thunder- clap  was 
that  / Marry’d 

Ifabell.  Marry’d,  Wedded  ^ nay,  ( and  what’s  worfe,  and  what  I 
fear,  will  eternally  torture  thee,  ) I have,  like  an  imprudent  Creature 
as  I was,  ftridly  bound  my  felf  to  the  Tyrant  Con  cience,  utterl  to 
forfake  all  wild  Company,  Knit  Night-Caps  for  my  Husband,  and 
live  honeftly 

Beauf  How  ! honeft  too  ! nav  then  farewell Oh  fleeting 

World  ! but,  1 hope,  thou  art  in  jeft,  my  dear,  for  all  this. 

(Falls  down  and  counterfeits. 

Ifabell.  ’Tis  too  true,  Sir. 

The  Fates  have  fo  decreed  it.  But,  however,  one  fpark  of  Com- 
fort (hall  be  yours,  leaft  you  defpair  j Therefore  know,  tholam  Mar- 
ried, my  Husband  is  old— 

Beauf.O\^i — oh!  that’s  fome  amends  however.  (Rifs  up. 

Brainw.  Oh  ! is  that  feme  amends  — ha, ha,  ha  ! — here  are  n ore 
Pomes  a makings  for,  I never  knew  his  eyes  twinckle.(b  in  a morn- 
ing,but  fome  body  or  other  was  a Cuckold  before  night. 

Ifab.  Ha,  ha,  ha! well,  Sir,  now  I have  a little  reviv’d  your 

drooping  fpirits 1 muft  take  the  priviledge  of  departing  - - I 

have  a vifit  to  make  to  my  Lady  Beardly  , befides,  ’tis  not  for  my 
Credit  to  be  feen  with  fuch  a young  wild  fellow— for  , Who  knows 
what  people  will  think-^—-  Beauf. 
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Beauf.  No  more  than  they  have  occafion  to  think  I- dare  anfwer  for 
’em — but,  Madam,  you  will  not  be  fo  inhumane,  to  go  away  with- 
out giving  me  leafure  to  exprefs  my  felf  a little 'tis  juft  like  giving 
a Man  a ftrong  Cordial  to  fetch  him  to  a minutes  life,  that  afterwards 
he  may  die  in  more  torture. 

Ifabell.  If  Life  were  concern’d,  Sir,  perhaps  I might  be  more  mer- 
ciful* but,  yours  is  but  a kind  of  Mungrel  Epilepfie,  a Politick  Fit, 

Sir —and  you  Gallants  ufe  it,  as  Beggars  do  counterfeit  Scars,  only 

to  procure  pitty,  which  having,  you  laugh  at  us.  Wou’d  there  was 
order  taken  that  you  might  be  whipt  for  every  fuch  offence. 

Brain w.  How,  whipt ! ’sbud,  I hope  ’tis  not  come  to  that  j come, 
good  Sir,  come  away. 

Beauf ‘ Peace,  Rafcal -but,  Madam , do  but  hear  me  a little. 

Ifabell.  Not  a word,  Sir  *,  the  times  are  alter’d  : and,  heaven  for- 
give us  whatispaft:  it  (hall  be  my  endeavor  to  procure  it. 

Brainw.  Amen—  well,  I am  glad  tis  no  worfe— this 

(hows  the  woman  has  fome  Religion  in  her  however. 

Ifabell . To  which  purpofe  I will  go  every  morning  to  the  Chap- 
pel,  and  defire,  in  my  Devotions,  to  be  free  from  impertinent  lew’dl 
Company:  and  then  return  home,  and,  like  a true  Wife,  fpend  all 
the  reft  of  the  day  in  my  Melancholy  Appartment , and  my  Nights 
in  the  Bed  of  Honor.  ( Exit , fmiling  on  Beauford. 

Beauf.  To  the  Chappel — very  well  \ I underftand  ye  faith — the 
Devil’s  in’t  if  I do  not  thrive  at  this  rate- — this  is  the  fiecond  Af- 
fignation  I have  made  within  this  hour,  and  luckily  with  my  two 
quondam  Miftrifles  that  I was  in  quell  of — Olivia  1 had  defign’d  to 
profit  by,  but,  it  (eems,  I have  been  undermin'd  by  treachery  * but , 
Sirrah, this  laft  was  mine  for  pleafure- — who  now  is  alfo  Married, and, 
no  doubt,  a great  comfort  to  her  Husband. 

Brain . Avery  great  Comfort— — -a  Whore  is  a very  great  Com- 
fort to  her  husband  without  doubt. 

Beauf  Sirrah,  no  bug  words,  there  was  no  Whoredom  in  the  Cafe  * 
no,  faith,  I’ll  (av  that  for  her,  fhe  never  took  a penny  of  Money. 

Brainw.  Oh,  oh  * then  ’tis  another  cafe  if  (he  took  no  money  ; 
’tis  impoffible  (he  (hould  be  a Whore,  if  (he  took  no  Monev  •,  ha, ha — • 

Beauf.  Ay,  Rafcal,  ’tis  unreafonable  that  terme  (hould  be  given 
her:  but,  a pox,  i have  forgot  one  material  thing,  to  know  her  Hus- 
bands Name  * but,  no  matter,  I (hall  know  all  when  I meet  her  in  the 
Chappel  to  morrow.  I am  refolv’d  to  venture  thither,  though  I am 
afraid  the  Dogs  will  bark  me  out  again  , and,  by  that  means,  let  the 
Congregation  know,  how  much  I am  a Granger  to  the  place. 

Braimtv.  Sir,  the  truth  is,  I ever  thought  your  Religion  , and  the 
Courage  of  a Town  Bully,  were  very  like  i for,  you  care  no  more  for 
the  Church,  without  the defign  of  making  an  Intrigue  there,  then 
he  cares  to  fight  with  a refolute  Fellow?  when  he  has  the  conveni- 
ence of  running  away  fromhiflh 

Beauf.  Very 
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Beauford.  Very  well  \ but  •>  What  the  Devil  makes  my  old  lady 
Aunt  fo  long  a coming  > I believe  (he  has  taken  Phifick  to  day. 

Brawvporm . Philick  ? Why,  Has  (lie  been  given  to  that,  and  alive 
(till? 

Beauford.  Face— Phifick-,  I mean,Sirrah  : Fucus,  white  Mercury,  Fat 
of  Eeles,  and  Jews  Tin  flare , with  which  (he  does  fo  mortifie  de- 
formity, that  her  Face  in  a morning  looks  like  an  old  Wall  new  plai- 
(ler’di  her  head  is  unthatch’t,  like  an  old  Parfonage,  thirteen  hairs 
on  one  tide,  and  three  on  t’other,  and  her  eyes  like  lights  at  the  laft 
fnuff : her  Chin  was  long  fince  befriended  with  a China  Beard  of 
comely  thicknefs,  but,  t’has  been  fo  unmercifully  us’d  with  her  Pin- 
cers, that  inttead  of  one  dimple,  (he  has  made  forty:  Natures  hand 
(hook  when  (lie  was  making , for  the  white  of  her  skin  fell  into  her 
eyes,  the  gray  of  her  eyes  into  her  hair , and  the  red  of  her  Cheeks 
upon  her  Nofe. 

Brainworm.  A very  beautiful  Creature  in  good  faith. 

Beauford . Then  (he  is  the  moft  Amorous  Sibill,  that  ever  fpoke 
waggifh  Prophefy*  entertains  all  the  young  Fops  in  the  Town,  and  to 

end  all,  has  that  unnatural impudence  to  think  fome  of ’em  are, 

in  love  with  her.  Pox  on  her,  were  I not  to  have  Money  of  her, 
I’de  ride  the  wooden  Horfe  e’re  be  troubled  with  her  imperti- 
nence. 

A Chair!  Enter  Lady  Beardly,  Tifick,  Page,  holding 

fet  on.  j up  Beardly’s  train . 

L.  Beardly.  Dear  Coz Wellcome  to  England , I proteftlamas 

glad  to  fee  you  as  if  you  were  my  own  Son,  born  of  my  own  body 

thanks  good  Coz  in  troth  you  kifs  comfortably  — and  pray 

let  me  return  it very  good  in  truth,  come,  you  are  my  own  flefti 

and  blood,  therefore  this  is  no  indecency. 

Braintvorm.  If  one  of  her  teeth  had  dropt  into  his  mouth , that 
would  have  been  a fmall  indecency  Tme  (ure. 

Beauford . None,  none  Madam,  you  dome  a great  honour. 

L.  Beardly.  Why  you  are  grown  a handfome  Man,  in  troth, 

Coz tall,  well-fet,  and  ftrait-limb’d,  your  leg  too  very  well — 

come,  I fay  little,  but  I have  known  the  time  when  a good  leg  has 
been  no  deteflable  objedt. 

Beauford.  Mine  is  but  indifferent — — but  I am  glad  your  Ladi- 
fhip  likes  it. 

L.  Beardly.  In  good  faith  ’tis  well,  very  well — and  good  Coz : 
how  does  my  Brother  do.?  I warrant  he’s  grown  an  old  grave  Man 
by  this  time.  Heaven  blefs  us,  I have  not  feen  him  this  many  a 
year.  Tifick#  reach  me  the  great  Elbow  Chair. 

Stanford.  Hearty,  hearty,  but  much  troubled  with  the  gout. 

L.  Beard t 
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I.  Beard.  Alack-a-day,  Is  he  fo  > well,  he  has  been  a Wjgt> 

in  his  days— — lord  blcfs  us  ! I vow  he  has  lov’d  a Wench  Letter 
then  a Pfalm-book,  Coz  : that  he  has  o’  my  word. 

Beauf.  Not  unlikely.  Madam,  but  I never  heard  he  kept  any 
L.  Beardly.  Did  ye  not?  well,'that’s  all  one  if  he  did  , ’tvvas  pri- 
vately with  diferetion,  and  notlikeour  Giincracks now-adayes , yes, 
yes,  he  had  a little  itching  that  way,  but,  in  troth,  as  godly  a Reli- 
gious Confcientious  Man  every  one  knows. 

Beauf.  Faith,  I alwayes  held  him  fo : but,  Madam,  I think  Na- 
ture intends  to  renew  your  Leafe  of  Life  for  ever  *,  methinks  you 
look  younger  than  you  did  when  I faw  you  lafl. 

L.  Beard.  Tific\!  give  me  my  Glais  — Why  truly  I think  I am 
not  Contemptible  for  one  of  my  age.  This  face,  with  a little  fitting 
out  may  ferve. 

Beauf.  To  fright  Children  into  Convulfions — Pray  how  do  your 
Ladifliips  Teeth  hold  out  Madam? 

L.  Beard.  Oh  Cozen ! there  you  flrike  me  ! nor  can  I without 
Teares  Remember  my  affli&ion,  my  mouth  is  almoft  defolate,  Sir — . 

I have  but  five  and  a flump ( Weeps. 

Beauf.  But  five — faith,  time  has  been  a little  Cruel— but,  Ma- 
dam, you  have  this  Comfort,  your  Gums  will  lad  Cawdle-proofe  a 
long  time. 

L*Beard.  Small  Comfort, alafs,  the  Marks  gone,  the  Marks  gone  \ 
’tis  this  that  ruines  the  Defignes  of  all  Ladies  of  my  age : We  can 
make  fhift  to  hide  our  hair , and  our  Aches,  and  our  Wrinckles  line  j 
But  come  to  your  Bufinefs,  Coz.  I warrant  you  want  Mony. 

Beauf.  A little,  I confefs,  for  the  finifhing  a Defign  I have^Madam-- 
50  Guinnies  wou’d  do  my  Bufinefs. 

L.  Beard.  50  Guinnies Well,  you  (hall  not  want  50  Guin- 

nies to  further  any  good  defign.  Jificl^  go  fetch  me  the  Green  Purfe 
in  my  Cabinet — Ex.Tific  [{.What  a Miftrifsl  warrant.Come,difcover, 
it  may  be  I may  find  50  more  if  I like  it. 

Beauf.  D’ee  hear  that  Sirrah .?  we  fhall  rowle  in  Money 

why  then  to  be  free  with  ye  Madam  — ’Tis  about  a Miflrifc 

There  is  a Lady  here  in  Cbelfey , one  Olivia . 

L.  Beard . Well — There  is  fo What  of  her  ? 

Beauf.  She  was  formerly  my  Miftrils:  but,  fince  my  lafl:  Misfor- 
tune, was  got  from  me  by  Treachery.  However,  I believe  I might 
be  receiv’d  dill,  and  if  I had  this  Money  to  fet  my  felf  out  — 

L.  Beard. You  could  Cuckold  her  Husband,  cou’d  you,  what 

and  mufi I’ll  be  your  Bawd  about  this  Bufinefs and  to 

Olivia  too  my  Kinfwoman , a near  Neighbour- —In  the 

name  of  Vertue  ! This  is  a very  fine  defign  indeed,  muft  I be  your 
Bawd— No  Sir,  no  ^ I’ll  put  a flop  to  this  prefently — you  (hall  have 
no  Catterwawling  Mony  of  me  I allure  you-— if  you’ll  be  content 

D with 
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with  the  allowance  your  Father  left  you — fo — if  not— I have  no 
Catterwawling  Money  for  ye,  and  fo  your  fervant — ods-heartlikins, 
mud  I be  your  Bawd (Exit. 

Brainrv.  Hark  ye  Sir Pray  do  me  the  favour  to  change  me  a 

Tetter,  I know  you  rowle  in  Money — - 

Beauf.  Damn’d  Rogue , mud  you  play  upon  my  misfortune  too. 
Well,  I fee  my  damn’d  Luck  is  coming  to  torment  me  agen — Death 
that  I (hould  be  fuch  a Fool  to  tell  her  name  ! and  Olivia , who  , 

whatever  (he  really  is,  was  alwayes  accompted  vertuous —pox 

on’t Well,  I mud  be  very  impudent deny,  I meant  her, 

and  fo  bring  it  about  as  well  as  I can  hah here  comes  Sir 

FroUick, u Whimjy  ~ I’ll  try  him 

Enter  Sir  Frollick. 

Sir  Froll  Mr.  Beauford , your  Servant — I have  been  mediating  for 
you  within,  but  my  Lady  is  very  angry  > pray.  What  was  the  mat- 
ter ? What  Lady  is  that  he  fpeaks  of? 

Beauf.  Ah  Sir!  onely  a fmall  Miftake:  My  asking  for  Mony  was 
the  Caufeofher  anger,  if  the  Truth  were  known.  But,  (he  (hall 
find  I value  as  little  to  receive  her  kindnefs,as  (he  does  to  pay  e’m  : 
And,  Sir  Frollick^  fince  ’tis  my  good  fortune  to  meet  you  fo  opportune- 
ly, I will  prefume  to  requeft  the  favour  ofyou  that  (he  hasdeny’dj 
onely  to  lend  me  50  Guinnies  — for  a Defign  I have  Sir—  you  (hah 
have  what  fecurity  you  pleafe. 

Sir  Froll.  Sir,  the  word  of  a Gentleman  is  to  me  fufficient  fecu- 
rity. I think  I hav«  the  fum  about  me,  and  it  (hall  be  the  fooner 
yours — becaufe  you  fay  it  is  upon  Defign.  Pray,  What  Lady  is  it — 

i did  love  an  Intrigue  my  felf  when  I was  young a Cock  of 

the  Game  I but  now  by  heaven  I can  do  nothing No  earth- 

ly thing  upon  my  Faith  *,  but  come,  difcover  , good  Mr.  Beauford— 

(Speaks  this  as  be  is  teling  the  Money . 

Brain.  My  fit  of  (faking  is  come  upon  me  agen here’s  more 

Mifchief  hatching — good  Sir have  a care,  this  may  be  a trick. 

Beauf.  Sirra- — in  (lead  of  Olivia , I’ll  tell  him  of  Ifabejla gad. 

I’ll  be  cunning  enough  this  time 1 warrant  thee,  Sir  Frollick 0 I 

am  fo  well  fatisfy’d  with  your  wifdom,  and  fecrefy,  that  I can  hide 
nothing  from  you,  Therefore  know,  Sir,  that  this  Lady  my  Aunt 
fpoke  of  has  been  my  intimate  acquaintance  a great  while — 

Sir  Froll.  Very  well  Sir  — a (ingle  or  a married  Woman  I befeech 
you  ? 

Beauf.  By  good  Fortune  marry’d  Sir— fince  mylaft  voyage,  which 
is  fo  mu.h  the  better  for  my  defign  ^ for  you  know,  a Husband  is  the 
nno(l  nee  ffary  thing  imaginable  in  fuch  a cafe  * it  makis^  the  pleafure 

greater 
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greater  by  the  fafety,  and  the  fin  more  Avcct.  by  being  the  lefs  cafie 
to  be  diicover’d  — 

SirFroll.  It  does  fo  inttotb,  it  does  fo  } but,  her  name,  good  Mr 
Beauferd,  her  name  } 

Beauf.  Faith,  Sir  Frollic to  tell  her  Name  is  not  fo  like  a Man 
of  Honor — but,  you  are  fo  obliging,  that  I can  keep  nothing  from 
you  \ and, though  5tis  true  we  have  been  very  intimate, very  exceeding 

intimate yet  I prefumc  to  tell  you my  dear  Friend,  will  no 

way  be  a blemifh  to  her  reputation Therefore,  know  Sir  — (he 

is  call'd  by  the  Name  of  the  Incomparable  IfabeUa 

Sir  Froll.  What,  Sir Pray  that  agen  ! 

Beauf  IfabeUa , Sir. 

Sir  Froll . The  Devil  — what, my  Wife — give  me  patience— give 
me  patience. 

Beauf.  Now,  Sir the  Devil’s  in’t,  I am  utterly  unacquaint 

ed  with  the  old  Cuckold  her  Husband,  and  am  damnably  afraid  of 
betraying  my  felf  to  him — - 

SirFroll.  Ah— no  fear  of  that  Sir— I warrant  he’s  a very  dull 
Rafcally  Fellow — hah 

Beauf  Dull— why  (he  fayes  her  felf,  (lie  believes  he  has  not  been 
a Man  this  20  years. 

SirFroll.  Ogive  me  patience—  (afide. 

Beauf  But,  no  matter , (he  revenges  her  felf  fome  way  or  other  , 
for,  if  I am  not  very  much  miftaken , (lie’s  with  Child  now. 

Sir  Froll%  With  Child— By  the  pleafure  of  generation  I lay  not 
with  her  thefe  ten  Moneths  — O give  me  patience  ! (afide. 

Beauf  Now  , Sir,  as  good  fortune  would  have  it,  meeting  her 

here  juft  now  accidentally (he  appointed  an  Aftignation  with  me 

to  morrow  Morning  in  the  Chappel  — 

Sir  Froll . In  the  Chappel ! 

Beauf  Ay,  Sir -ha.  ha Is  it  not  a witty  Rogue  > and 

this  Money  that  you  are  pleas’d  to  lend  me,  is  to  Treat  her,  with  a 
little  at  firft,  you  know  ’tis  but  civil,  for  in  a little  time  I exped 
three  times  that  fum  from  her  i and,  to  morrow  the  buftnefs  is  to 
be  concluded,:  for,  there  we  are  to  plot  how  to  meet  undifeover’d 
by  that  Jealous,  Crazy,  Feeble,  Impotent  Cuckold  her  Husband- 
ha,  ha,  ha  — 

Sir  Froll . Oh  the  Devil!  this  is  moft  infufferable — but  by  Hercu- 
les  I’ll  be  fo  reveng'd  - — In  the  firft  place  tet  me  tell  you 

that  yon  are  the  Son  ofa  Whore:  in  the  fecond  place,  you  (hall  have 

not  a penny  of  Money  and  thirdly,  I am  refolv’d  to-have  in- 

ftant  fatisfadion. 

Beauf  Satisfadion , For  what , Sir  ? I hope  you  have  no 

concern  with  this  Lady — (he's  no  Relation  of  yours, 
rv  Sir  Froll.  No  — no — onely  my  Wife,  Sir,  that’s  all  — 

Beftuf  His  Wife  ! gad  I have  made  a fine  bufinefs  on’t. 

D 2, 


Brtinm 


C\ 


-7b  a rm  mrm  vnhE.ou 

Brain.  His  Wife  > O Lord  ! 

Sir  Frol l . Give  me  patience  : Does  Sir  Frollicl ^ Whimfey  live  to  be 
thus  abus'd  ! no,  the  Sword  fhall  right  me— the  Sword  (hall  plead 
my  Caufe— the  feeble  impotent  Cuckold  fhall  make  a feeble  impotent 
Coxcomb  of  you  : Expedt  it.  As  for  her  part  1 11  Cpoil  her  Chap- 
pel-meeting.  This  is  her  going  to  Prayers — By  this  light  (he  fhall 
pray  no  more  I am  refolv’d  on’t — and  , for  you,  Sir,  Til  be  with 
you  inftantly.  , (Exit. 

Brainw.  Now  does  he  look  like  one  that’s  juft  apprehended  for 
dealing  (hecp-  5Tis  well  Fornication  is  no  Felony,  if  ’twere,  o'my 
Confcience  that  Countenance  wou’d  go  near  to  hang  him — - 

Beauf.  Had  ever  Man  fuch  Fortune ! fuch  Crowds,  fuch  Degrees 
of  damn’d  Chance* — gad,  I believe  the  Devii  is  grown  Confcienti- 
ous,  and  makes  me  fpoil  all  my  Defigns,  out  of  a meer  Principle  of 
Kindoefs— if  he  had  let  me  had  the  Money,  perhaps  I might  ha’  been 
contented—  but  now,  in  fpite  of  him,  I'll  go  on — - F1J  weary  him 
at  his  own  Weapon  Malice.  I’ll  inftantly  go  and  meet  Olivia  in  her 
Walk  the  back-(ide  of  the  Bowling-Green  , Then  make  my  peace 
with  Ifabella  by  a Letter,  and  fo  proceed  as  occafion  ferves.  Come, 
Sirrah  , you  might  have  hinder’d  this  if  you  had  not  been  a dull 
Rogue — but,  come  your  wayes  with  a Pox  to  yee— 

Brainw . Ay,  come—  with  all  my  heart — sbud,  I am  in  a cold 
fweat.  (Exeunt.. 

\ • - , ■ . v ' , - 

Better  Sir  Frollick,  hit  Sword  drawn.  Sir  Lubberly  following. 

Sir  Frmll.  Come,  Sir , come  on  Sir  — fa,  fa  — Why  where  are 

yee  ? Why  don’t  you  appear  ? Sa,  fa 

Sir  Lub.JV.  What  a Devil  — What’s  here  ? my  old  Uncle  Fen- 
cing with  his  own  fhadow — ha,  ha was  there  ever  fuch  a 

Coxcomb  ? D’ce  hear,  Uncle  > Don’t  kill  him,  ’twill  be  Murder— 
Uncklev  ha,  ha,  don’t  kill  him • 

Sir  Froll.  Where  the  Devil  is  this  Rogue  now  ? 

Sir  Lub.W.  Rogue,  why  hang’d — hang’d Uncle,  hang’d 

3aft  Setiions;  But  come,  if  you  have  a mind  to  breath  your  ft  If 

turn  to  me Come,  your  point—  your  guard—  Come,  you 

(hall  fee  what  I can  do. 

Sir  Froll . What  you  can  do? 

Sir  Lub.W . Ay,  what  I can  do.  What  a Pox  d’ce  think  I can  do 
nothing?  fa,  fa.  There  was  in  your  Guts  Uncle. 

Sir  Froll.  And  there  I was  on  your  pate,  Sir (Strikes  him. 

Sir  I.  Widg.  My  pate,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Fr  l . Ay, Sir, on  your  Back  and-Shou!der$,Sir—  (beats  him  a bo  it  \ 

Si  L.  W,dg.  Back  and  Shoulders,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Frol.  And  will  be  all  over  ye  inilantlv,  give  me  piticnce.-  This 
Us  fine-  W hat  you  are  his  Second  are-ye  ? I’ll-Second  ye. 

Sir  L.  Widg,. 
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Sir  L.Widg.  What  Second,  I'll  have  you  know,  I am  Firft  and 
Second  too  Sir,  if  you  go  to  that  - — what  a Devil  ails  him  > why 
Uncle  you  fhoud  not  ftrike  mun,  you  fhou’d  pufh  and  pufh,and  then 
go  back,  and  pufh  agen  j what  a pox  you  lay  on  as  if  you  were 
Thrafhing. 

Sir  Frol.  Thank  your  fe If  then,  for  interrupting  a man  when  you 
fee  he’s  in  paiTion — - 

Sir  Lnb . Ay,  a man  had  need  be  in  pailion  indeed,  that  fights 
with  his  own  fhadow ha  ha  ha! 

Sir  Frol.  The  Rafcal  is  got  away — but  I’ll  be  reveng’d  of  him,  if 
he  be  above  ground — and  you  there  Medly  of  Gown  and  Fool  i 
What  I warrant  vou,  you  have  left  my  Lady  alone  now  > 

Sir  L.  Wi£g.  No  but  I han’t — The  Monkey  is  with  her — I left 
’em  both  mumbling  of  Chefnuts  in  the  great  Parlor. 

Sir  Frol.  Did  youfo,  incorrigible  Dunce  ? 

S irLub.  Look  now — you  are  the  ftrangeft  man  — what  a Devil 
wou’d  you  have  me  do;1  fhe  can  talk  of  nothing  but  ofwhite-  wafh- 
ing  and  Painting  — and  can  talk  of  nothing  butS*.  George  and  the  Se- 
ven Champions  i and  what  a pox,  what  difeourfe  (hall  we  have  ? 

Sir  Frol.  Difeourfe  — Sir,  (lie  expeds  none- — Do  not  vex  me, 
Confent  to  marry  this  Widow,  and  go  about  it  inftantly,  or  look 
for  no  favour  from  me. 

SirL.Widg . Why,  what  a damn’d  unreafonable  thing  is  this  ? now 
that  a man  muftbe  forc’d  to  marry  a Witch  Volsns miens , whether  he 
will  or  no  — pox,  I’ll  hang  my  felf  rather.,  I’ll  never- — nay  a wi- 
ther’d old  Witch — a Bawd  too  it  may  be. 

Sir  Frol.  No  matter  if  fhe  be  ^ fhe  has  the  more  experience,  and 
though  her  Face  is  homely,  her  Bags  Sir  are  comely  •,  her  1000 1.  a year 
is  beautiful  Come,  I’ll  have  no  more  delay-— either  go.  and  addrefs, 
flick  clofe  to  her,  and  quickly  too,  or  If  11  make  a better  p'roffitof  my 
guardfhip  then  vou  exped,  and  fo  I leave  you  to  cbnlideration 

Sir  L.  Widg.  Stick  clqfe  to  an  old  Woman  ! what  an  unnatural 

fool  is  this  well,  this  is  ever  the  fate  of  us  young  Heirs  : let  our 

Fathers,  leave  us  never  fo  much,  either by  our  jilting  Wenches,  un- 
confcionable  Tailors,  or  cheating  Guardians^  gad  we  feldom  come 
to  poffellion.  If  I do  marry  this  old  Gipfey  now — 1 (hall  he  a vhretch* 
Rogue,  and  if  1 do  not  marry  her,  I (hall  be  a poor.  Rogue-  Let  me 
fee  this  old,  and  crooked,  and  monflrous  ugly  — but  then  (lie  has 
Gold  that’s  young,  and  pretty,  and  furpming — but  then  agen,  fhe 
has  a Tongue  will  make  a man  deaf,  aBreath  that  will  blaft  him,  and 

loco  imperfedions  more,  and  that’s  the  Devil but  then  agen, 

fhe  has  100.0  l.  a rear,  and  that’s  good; — but  then  a pox,  fhe  lias 
Rubies  in  her  face,  which  fhows  fhe  drink's  Brandy  intolerably' — but 
then  agen,  fhe  has  a fine  Ruby  in  her  Cabinet  that  drinks  nones 
hut  then  agen,  (he’s  craggy  and  tough,  and  . can  never  be  a good 
Bed  .eilow  s but  then  agen,  I may  keep  a Wench  that  cam. ha 
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ha  hall  vow  that  laft  thought  has  refreflfd  me  extreamly — And 
dear  Monev,  mod  powrful  Riches,  thou  haft  overcome  me,  for 
thy  fake  this  Hagg  (hall  be  Courted— for  thy  fake  will  I pafs  this 
dangerous  Rubicon,  and  for  thy  fake,  call  this  decrepid,  antiquated 
Megera,  the  blooming  Miracle  of  Nature {Exit. 

SCENE  II. 


Enter  Beverley  and  Jenny  Wheadle. 

Bever.  By  heaven  ’tis  true  the  Rafcal  fac’d  me  down,  that  his 
man  gave  me  the  Ring  this  morning,  and  alfo  gave  my  man  his 
Watch,  when  neither  he  nor  I faw  either  of  ’em. 

Jen . IVb.  This  muft  be  fome  ftrange  miftake  fure 

Bever . Miftake  her  not,  if  he  had  ftaid  a little  longer,  I had  paid 
him  in  other  coin  than  he  expe&ed  > as  for  your  part,  I may  chance 
to  get  another  for  ye- — I mean,  if  my  humor  hold,  and  you  appear 
as  pleafing  to  me  the  next  time  I fee  you,  as  ye  do  now. 

Jen . Wh.  1 imagin’d  fome  great  uncertainty  would  attend,  ffyou 
were  to  promife  any  thing  > and  the  pride  you  have  in  thinking  ye 
can  judge  of  Beauty,  is  always  far  beyond  your  good  Nature,  in 
bearing  with  its  defers,  for  you’ll  be  fure  to  be  eager  in  condemn- 
ing a Woman,  if  (he  does  not  look  well,  but  are  very  (low  in  com- 
mending her  if  (he  does 

Bever.  No ’faith — I always  fpeak  my  thoughts  freely,  ’tis  true,  I 
would  not  willingly  have  my  applaufe  beftow  d on  ill  fubjeefts  but 
you  I’m  fure  have  noreafon  to  refent  it,  for  I have  always  been  fa- 
vourable to  you 

J.JVbead.  You  never  rail’d  at  me  in  your  life  I warrant. 

Bever . Never  but  when  I was  drunk,  and  then  gad  if’t  had  been 
Treafon  ’t were  all  one. 

J.Wbead . Then  (ince  you  fee  the  plague  and  inconvenience  of  that 
odious  crime,  why  will  you  not  defert  it,  why  will  you  venture  to 
drink  agen.? 

Bever;  A pretty  queftion  faith,  prethee  ask  a big-belly’d  woman 
that  fcap’d  death  narrowly  the  birth  of  her  laft  Child,  why  (he 
would  venture  agen  : why  I tell  thee  ’tis  as  natural  to  us  as  to  thee, 
Lying,  Drunkennefs  is  the  Souls  Carnaval,  where  the  noble  LfTence 
has  liberty  to  range  and  divert  it  felf,  uncontroul’d  by  the  fevere 
Rules  of  Wifdom,  Nature,  Religion,  or  Honefty  ; why  would  I 
drink  agen,  there’s  a queftion  indeed  ? 

J.  IVhead.  I wifh  you  could  leave  it  off  for  all  that — but  now 
to  our  Love  affair — be  fure  to  come  in  difguife,  when  next  you  vi- 
fit  me ; for  I have  often  obferved  a fellow  prying  up  and  down 
near  my  window,,  and  guefs  he’s  a fpy  that  your  Wife  has  hired  to 
watch  us. 
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Bevei\  I believe  no  lefs,  and  will  therefore  follow  thy  direflions, — 
How  now  ? 

Enter  Amble, 

Amble.  Sir,  my  Lady  is  come  back  agen  I believe,  fufpe&ing 
fomething,  and  is  juft  coming  into  the  chamber — - ("Treading. 

hark  you  may  hear  her. 

Bever . The  Devil  is  in  her,firrah ! run  out  and  hold  her  in  difeourfe 
a little  Come  Madam,  ftep  into  myftudy  here,  and  be  Cure  make 
no  noife,  in  in— quickly {Shuts  her  in. 

Enter  Olivia. 

Oliv . A faucy  Groom— what— ftop  my  paflage — but  I am  apt  to 
believe  it  was  done  by  Order.  What  Sir,  are  you  frighted  at  my 
prefence,  you  make  fuch  a fumbling  about  the  Lock — -pray,  if  I 
may  prefume  fo  far*  let  me  know  who  it  is  you  have  (hut  in  there— 
That  you  take  fuch  care  to  conceal * 

Bever.  Why  a young  bafhful  fellow,  a ftudent  of  my  acquaint- 
ance, that  is  gone  in  to  read  a little. 

Oliv.  But  to  be  lock’d  in,  by  your  favour , is  a little  odd , pray 
what’s  his  reafon  for  that * 

Bever.  Melancholy  Madam,  he’s  much  given  to  melancholy,  be- 
(ides  he  defir’d  that  he  might  not  fee  you. 

Oliv.  Not  fee  me  ! 

Bever.  Ay — he  fays  he’s  ready  to  fwound  if  be  fees  any  Woman 

after  dinner and  for  my  parr,  you  know  I cou’d  do  no  lefs  than 

grant  his  requeft. 

Oliv . Net  fee  a Woman- — he  ffiould  have  little  of  a Stu- 

dent in  him  by  that — but  doubtlefs  this  is  fome  dull  flegmatick 
countrey  Clod,  whofe  hard  fitted  Father,  thriftily  getting  about 
20Q  /.  per  annum , in  hopes  to  make  his  fuccelTors  Gentlemen,  has 
plac’d  this  ftripling  in  the  Inns  of  Court,  where  he  has  learnt  to 
fwear  modi(hly,fcrape  a (curvy  Leffon  or  two  on  the  Violin- — weat 
tawdry  Clothes,  kifs  his  Laundrefs— but  never  pay  her — rail  at 
every  thing,  and  underftand  nothing— 

Bever.  Gad  ye  are  very  free  methinks  Madam,  with  a perfon  you 

don’t  know but  let  me  tell  \ou  (think  what  youpleafe)  the 

perfon  within  inclos’d,  is  a very  ingenious  perfon,  av,  and  a very 
handfome  perfon,  and-  though  at  this  time,  a Melancholly,  Philofo- 

phical  perfon- -yet  a perfon  that'  is  generally  aS'good  company-^ 

a$  any  perfon  in  Chiiftendom — gad  I’ll  fay  that  for  her. 

Oliv.  For  her — what  then,  this  is  a ine-Stucfeht  all  this  while- — • 
What  her  Sir  ? what  her  ? 

Bever,. 


Sever.  Her — why  him  or  her ’Tis  all  dne — what  a pox,  any 

man  iriav  miftake  a word Confound  it,  I have  fpoi-l’d  all  — 

Oliv.  Come  Sir,  your  Artifice  is  too  weak,  now  the  difcovery  is  fo 
plain,  and  1 am  refolv’d  to  fee  this  Philofophical  Gentleman  e’re  he 

goes  to  fecure  all Let  me  peep  in,  and  if  there  be  a man' 

Sever.  If  there  be,  why  what  a Devil  doft  think  I’d  tell  a lye  ? 
on  my  honor  ’tisa  man,  a dull  poring  Melancholly  Rogue:,  a Fellow- 
Commoner. 

Oliv . Bafe  man now  I am  too  fenfible  of  your  levvdnefs 

and  ingratitude,  and  be  confident  I’ll  be  reveng’d  at  full — -for  from 
this  moment,  the  duty  of  a Wife,  and  the  referved  behaviour  in- 
cident to  that  name,  (hall  be  as  far  from  me,  as  Conftancy  frorp 
thee.  Now  by  yon  Sky  it  (hall,  I have  fworn  it 

Sever.  So — [thought  ’twould  come  to  this.  Well  Madam,  fince 
you  havedifcovered  the  bufinefs,  recall  your  patience,  and  wink  at 
it.  ’Tis  my  firft  offence,  and  who  knows,  if  you  (hew  good  Na- 
ture now,  but  it  may  work  upon  me . 

Oliv . Winkatit What  be  your  Bawd  my  felfl  ohConfufon! 

have  I been  bred  with  fuch  Integrity,  taught  Virtue  from  my  Cradle, 
pra&is'd  it,  fupply’d  the  office  of  a Wife  with  credit,  and  ne’r  did 
a&ion  that  could  taint  my  Innocence  — have  I been  this,  to  beat 

laft  a Pandrefs What,  catch  my  Husband  with  a whore,  and 

wink  at  it  $ 

Sever,  S’death  ! Ceafe  your  noife,  or  by  heav’n  I fhall  grow  an- 
gry* 

Ohv.  No — from  this  moment  111  be  free  as  Air;  let  my  felf 
ioofe  to  gaiety  and  pleafure,  wanton  and  wild  as  Mercenary  Creatures — 
I will  Sir,  and  to  give  you  fome  reafon  to  believe  it,  know  that  there 
is  a Gentleman,  one  Beaufordy  fa  name  you  are  acquainted  with  ) 
newly  return’d  from  Travel,  one  who  has  lov’d  me. 

Sever.  The  devil ! Beauford  return’d  ? and  you  intend  Madam  to  in- 
vite him  hither,  that  he  and  I may  be  good  company  together*- 

hah 

Oliv . Not  for  your  company  Sir — whilfl:  I have  a Cloflet  in  my 
Apartment  to  entertain  him  in  ^ And  if  he  is  not  as  glad  to  learn 
Philofophy  of  my  teaching,  as  your  Female  Student  within  there  is 
of  yours,  the  Devil’s  in’t. 

Sever.  Is  it  poilible  that  I can  be  patient,  and  hear  this  Madam? 
do  not  prefume  too  much  upon  my  temper  > for  allure  your  felf,  fince 
you  have  thus  far  provok’d  me  j your  Infolence  has  taken  away  all 
guilt  on  my  part,  for  what  ever  priviledge  I take,  I am  fure  you 
plead  by  a contrary  Charter,  and  mud  own  bondage. 

Ohv.  Bondage 1 laugh  at  it no  Sir,  you  cancell  d your 

right  in  that,  when  you  broke  your  Marriage  vow,  and  let  thofe 
frozen  fools  own  it,  whofe  fouls  are  too  narrow  and  fpiritlefs  to 
revenge  their  injuries,  mine  (hall  be  free  as  thought : I’ll  plot  the 

manner 
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manner  inftantly,  and  my  proceedings  fhall  to  after  ages,  prove  a 
Law  for  all  wrong’d  Wives  to  plague  their  Husbands  with.  — - 

C Jenny  readsn 

Sever.  Excellent ! Is  there  3 greater  fury  than  a virtuous  Wife  > 
no,  not  in  Hell,  I am  confirm’d  in’t. 

Oliv.  But  why  is  this  Peerlefs  Creature  obfcur’d  all  this  while  > 
this  compound  of  Impudence,  Lull,  and  fophifticated  Beauty,  flat- 
ter’d by  the  Devil’s  Pencil,  to  pleafe  ye  for  an  hour,  and  created  by 
him  to  abufe  ye  for  an  age.  What  dare  you  not  let  me  fee  her  ? 

Sever.  Yes  •,  gad  thou  (halt  fee  her,  if  it  be  but  only  to  vex  thee — - 
Come  forth  my  Love — fear  nothing,  I'll  proted  thee. 

Enter  Jenny  Wheadle. 

f.Wbead.  Oh  let  me  not  come  out — -(he’ll  kill  me! 

Bev.  By  all  that's  good,  who  hurts  a finger  of  thee,  had  better 
ne'r  been  born:  now  look  your  fill  Madam — and  when  you  have 
done  looking,  know  I love  her. 

Oliv . Oh  that  we  were  alone  ! thou  wretch*?  Buns  at  Jenny,  Jhe 

J.  IVbead*  Oh  fave  me  ! faveme!  %y  runs  behind  Bever. 

Oliv.  Death  and  deftruftion,  he  kifies  her — — who’s  within  there? 
Mr.  Amble  

Enter  Amble. 

Amble.  Here  Madam. 

Oliv.  Mr.  Amble  come  hither,  I ask  you  pardon  for  my  latepafifi- 
on  - I have  obferv’d  you  long,  and  have  believ’d  your  merits  far  a- 
bove  your  fortune1 — pray  come  hirher,  nearer  yet — here  is  a Ring  I 
love,  I freely  give  it  you  j ftartnot,but  take  it — QTak?s  bold  of  him. 

Bever . How  now  firrah  } whence  fpfings  this  Impudence? 

Amble.  Ibefeechyou  Madam Oh  Lord  Sir,  I cannot  help  it. 

Ohv.  What  a Coward  — flinch  ! come  nearer  I command  ye,  there’s 
my  hand,  kifsit. 

Amble.  Oh  Lord  Madam — — - (‘ Trembles , and  looks  on  Beverly> 

Bev.  Sirrah — — be  gon,  or  i’ll  run  my  fword  in  your  Guts. 

Oliv.  Stay,  or  I’ll  cut  your  Throat — Kifs  it  I fay — - 

Amble . Oh  I befeech  you  Madam  ! 

Bev.  Dog)flill  here  ? 

Amble . Oh  I am  gone  Sir,  I am  gore  — ( Buns  cut , 

Sever,  Very  well  Madam,  1 fee  you  can  find  ways  to  divert  yowr 
fielf,  without  troubling  your  Mod  eft  y — in  which  pleafant  humour 
I 11  leave  you  to  your  Coachman,  if  you  pleafe,  and  part  from  you 
with  as  little  regret  or  concern,  as  I would  from  the  Orange- wench 
in  the  Piay-houfe-  Come  my  dear,  come  — Exit  Bev.  and  J.  \\  hea. 

Oliv.  Well  Sir,'nd  1 am  refolv’d  to  !~e  reveng’d  on  thee  > and  tho 

E my 
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my  Virtue  will  not  let  me  do  it  the  right  way,  yet  I’ll  make  thee  as 
jealous  as  if  I did.  Beauford  (hall  be  the  man,  I (ball  find  him  in  the 
Walk — nor  can  I doubt  my  wit  upon  fo  fit  an  occafion. 

Husbands  fuch  niggards  of  their  Love  are  grown, 

That  the  poor  Wife  that  fhould  have  all,  has  none* 

But  pining  fits,  with  her  allowance  fmall, 

Whilfi  rampant  Mifies  get  the  Devil  and  all* 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  Chelfey. 

Enter  Beauford  and  Brainworm. 


Beau,  Hat  row  of  Trees  I remember.  Yonder’s  the 

Bowling-green,  Come  firrah.  This  is  the  place. 
Brain.  Where  ’tis  ten  to  one,  but  we  (hall  be 
well  cudgell’d,  and  fo  return  home  agen,  like 
__  foolsas  we  came. 

Beauf  Cudgell’d ! why  you  cowardly  Rafcal  *,  who  fhould  cudgel 
us } 


Brain . Who?  why  Piccaroons  Sir — Land-Pirats,  that  are  doubt- 
lefs  looking  for  Prize,  as  well  as  you# 

Beauf.  Sirrah — thou  art  a cold  fpiritlefs  Rafcal,  and  only  fwaid 
by  the  motions  of  thy  fear:  but  thefe  are  Trifles  to  men  of  wit  and 
courage,  pray — how  came  ye  off  with  your  laft  bufinefs,  did  you 
deliver  my  Letter  to  Ifabella  ? 

Brainvc.  Ay  there’s  another- — I had  like  to  have  made  a hopeful 
journey  of  that  too.  Yes  Sir,  I deliver’d  it. 

Beauf.  Well and  whatfaid  fhe? 

Brainw.  Why,  after  fhe  had  fnatch’d  the  Letter  from  me — -fhe 
calls  to  her  Footmen  to  go  and  whip  that  impudent  Rafcal  that  came 
to  trouble  her,  where  had  not  my  legs  been  my  befi  friends — I had 
been  ty’d  to  a poft  and  fiafh’d  as  god  fa’  me. 

Beauf  Ha  ha— I find  this  was  her  cunning,  her  Husband  was  up- 
on the  fent — butfee  who  comes  yonder-*ha,  it  muff  be  Olivia  \ oh 
the  charming  Rogue  how  fhe  fhines— firrah  not  a word  now  in  con- 
tradiction, 1 charge  ye— forthol  am  a little  unlucky  fometimes,  ac- 
cording as  the  wind  fits,  yet  for  making  a Court  to  a Lady,  Idefie 
all  Europe , gad  go  go,  your  difiance  — 

Brain.  I think  there  are  no  men  with  her,  that’s  one  comfort. 
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Ewfer  Olivia  Lidia. 

I fee  he  has  pick’d  the  meaning  out  of  your  Letters- 

Oliv.  °Tis  he;,  Now  would  I give  20  Guineys,  my  Husband  were 
by  to  hear  the  harangue  betwixt  us. 

Lidia.  So  would  not  I,  for  this  objed:  would  fo  nettle  his  jealou- 
fie,  there  would  be  no  enduring  him — I vow  methinks,  he’s  a very 
handfome  perfon,  and  I believe  of  a good  Confcience. 

Oliv.  A right  Town-Gallant  Madam,  if  thofe  are  your  confcienti- 
ousperfons,and  one  that  wou’d  as  foon  addrefs  to  your  Ladyfhip,  if 
he  knew  the  advantages  he  (hould  get  by  it, as  any  one  in  Chriftendom. 
Prethee  obfervehis  demure  countenance — I fee  Sir,  you  will  take  no 
warning  ) you  will  venture  a great  deal  of  my  anger,  to  enjoy  a little 
of  my  company. 

Beauf.  No  Madam,  ’twas  rather  that  I might  enjoy  a great  deal 
of  your  company  for  a little  of  your  anger — Ah  ! did  you  know  the 
languifhments,  and  heart-breakings  I have  fuffer’d  for  you —well, ’tis 
gone  and  paft— and  heaven  forgive  you. 

Braimv.  Ay  and  you  too  ha  ho  — heart-breakings  quotha  ! 

Oliv . 5Tis  as  deftiny  pleafes  to  order  Sir.  But  methinks  the  Beau- 
ties ofT^r//,  and  the  fuccefs  that  always  attended  your  endeavours, 
fhould  banifh  thefe  refentments  from  you:  I know  the  little  Love 

you  had  for  me  has  been  dead  long  fince 

Beauf.  Why  the  Devil  take  me  Madam,  if  you  are  not  the  only 
perfon  1 adore,  and  hourly  die  for. 

Brain.  S’bud!  every  one  he  has  met  thefe  fix  months,  has  been  that 

only  perfon  to  my  knowledge 

Oliv.  You  have  deferv’d  better  I confefs — but  Sir,  in  this  age, 
Merit  like  Wit,  is  never  paid  the  applaufe  due  to  it,  till  the  owner 
be  pall:  receiving— For  my  own  part,l  am  as  comfortlefs  as  you,and 
as  defHtute  of  a .Remedy  *,  for  my  Husband  is  grown  the  unkindeft 
man  in  the  World  to  me. 

Beauf.  Ah  damn  ’em  Madam,  they  are  all  fo  nowadays 

Oliv.  He  keeps  a Wench  under  my  Nofe  ^ nay,  is  not  fo  content- 
ed, but  he  lets  me  fee  her,  and  courts  her  before  my  face pray 

give  me  your  advice  now  Sir,  is  it  not  reafon  that  I fhould  be  re- 
veng’d of  him  for  this  ? 

Beauf.  Reafon!  ay — gad  , the  profoundef:  Philofophy  in  the 

world,  has  not  halfe  fo  much  reafon  in5t 

Oliv.  I knew  it  muft.  See  now,  what  an  extraordinary  blefling  a 
man  of  judgement  is  f had  you  not  allur’d  me  this,  L vow  I fhould 
have  been  fearful  how  to  proceed. 

Beauf.  Ah,  Madam  ! would  you  but  take  my  advice,  you  fhould 
find  one  Kind  humble  fervant  of  more  worth  than  Twenty  relty 
peevifh  Husbands-— a Husband,  Madam,  is  the  meet  Bank-rupt  of  ; 

E 2 Love* 
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Love  * he  fcores  for  all  he  has  without  ever  being  able  to  repay  a 

penny but,  a vigorous  Lover  (HI!  brings  ready  Money—  here’s 

this  for  that,  without  fraud  or  defign And,  gad,  a plain-Dealer 

in  Love  is  as  neccftary  as  in  Merchandize,  there  ought  to  be  no  goods 
delivered  out  without  a juft  Exchange  to  the  full  value 

Oliv . Well,  I fee  you  are  owner  of  fo  much  Wit  and  Reafon,thac 
I am  refold  to  difeover  my  Deftgn  to  you And  alfo  to  de- 
li re  your  aftiftance 

-Beauf.  Aftiftance — -fo—D’ee  hear  that  Sirra.  (to  Brain. 

Oliv.  For,  (ince  no  fair  means  , entreaty— nor  Love,  can  make 
my  Husband  leave  his  lewd  Courfes,  I am  refolv’d  to  fee  what  jea- 
loufie  can  do,  to  which  purpofe  you  (hall  be  my  Gallant  Addrefs  to 
me*,  Court  me  \ Sing—  Cringe-- Bow— -Swear , and  be  very  Mo- 
difhly  foppifh  before  all  Company,  which  gallantry  I will  receive 
with  as  ridiculous  an  affe&ed  behaviour,  as  a Mail-Lady- — -an  over- 
ture with  Mr.  Such-a-one,  after  a Midnight  Aftignation  with  iny 
Lord 

Beauf.  Ha,  ha,  ha — very  well  — I vow  to  gad,  Madam,  very 
well. 

Brain.  Ay,  ay — (he’s  your  own,  Sir She’s  your  own- 

Oliv.  But  fee  the  Sun  declines — I muft  begone,  have- a little  pa- 
tience, Siri  and,  if  you  think  your  time  well  employ’d,  be  here  about 
an  hour  hence  i perhaps  there  may  a Meftenger  come  that  may  guide 
you  to  a place  where  we  may  difeourfe  further  •,  but,  for  the  prefent, 
let  me  entreat  you  to  be  gone,  here’s  company  coming. 

Beauf.  Your  humble  Servant,  Madam— 1 11  be  as  pun&ual  as  the 
minutes  - Come,  Sirra-  ( Ex.  Beauf.  and  Brain, 

Oliv.  It  would  be  now  a doubtful  queftion,  whether  any  Woman, 
but  I,  would  not  make  ufe  of  this  opportunity  > he,  I find,  Ima- 
gines the  budnefs  half  done  already  *,  and,  there  are  Come  of  my  fex 
that  I believe  would  think  it  great  piety , that  troublefome  Vertue 
(hou’d  dafti  a Man’s  hopes  that  means  fo  well,  and  is  fo  willing  to 
revenge  their  Injuries.  Heaven  ! of  what  corrupted  Natures  are  thefe 
Men,  cfpecially  when  they  come  to  be  Husbands : But  mine  is  fure 
the  worft  of  all  •,  There’s  nothing  can  reclaim  him.  However,  he 
(hall  not  think  I refent  it,  for,  in  appearance,  I’ll  be  as  carelefs  and 

as  wild  as  he -Tve  a Plot  upon  his  Miftrefs  too — - — ’Tis  here 

well  forg’d,  I am  fure,  and,  I hope,  will  prove  lucky— — (Exit. 

Enter  Sir  Lubberly  and  Bo «y. 

Sir  F roll.  Well,  Sir *>  Have  you  confider’d  on  my  Impofition? 
Have  you  fixt  your  refolution  to  Court  this  Widdovv — 

Sir.  L.  IVidg.  I have',  I have  confider’d  her  as  the  very  feething 
pot  of  Iniquity , and  my  ft  If  the  Ladle  of  Difcretion  , ordain’d  to 
coole  her  when  P^eth  over. 


Sir  Troll . 
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Sir  Troll  But  will  you  Marry  her  > 

Sir  Lsbb.  Marry  her a pox  o’that  word  , I never  hear  if  > 

but  it  gives  me  theGripingof  the  Guts— Could  you  not  have  nam’d 
any  thing  elfc — I'll  lye  with  her,  and  that’s  all  one. 

Sir  Troll.  No,  no,  Sir*,  there  muff  be  marriage  in  the  Cafe — 

Sir  Lab.  Well — the  Devil  take  her,  I will  Marry  her  then  *,  I will 
* do’t  in  fpight  of  her  intolerable  Age, and  more  intolerable  qualities  > 
for,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  the  Devil  and  I have  been  drawing  Cuts 
for  this  two  hours,and  the  Change  hasalwayes  falne  on  my  fide. 

Sir  Troll.  Oh  you  are  merry  , Sir  — I am  glad  on’t,  and  1 allure 
you,  C02,  this  Confent  of  yours  pleafes  me  well:  alafs— what  1 do 
is  for  thy  good,  Child  — and,  let  people  fay  what  they  will,  the  La- 
dy is  rather  to  be  admir’d  then  contemn’d- 

Sir  Lub.  IV.  I never  knew  a Witch  that  was  not  admir’d  *,  Oh 
what  fine  thin  hair  fhe  has- what  a delicate  low  forehead^  what 
little  pretty  ferret  hollow  eyes,  and  what  a tall  and  ftately  nofe  ? then 
fhe  mull  be  very  harmlefs,  becaufe  fhe  is  toothlefs:,  then  how  thrifty 
muft  fhe  be,  that  is  fo  old  ? and  how  virtuous  is  fhe  like  to  be,  of 
whom  no  man  can  be  jealous? 

Sir  Troll.  Right,  as  gad  fave  me.  Thy  fentimenfs  of  her  are 
right — 

Sir  Lnb.  Then  there’s  Counfel  and  Gravity,  and  Dulfnefs  *,  and 
then  little  or  no  Lechery,  which,  alafs,  in  young  ones  is  too  predo- 
minant *>  befides,  that  antient  Cornuted  Philofopher  inftru&s  us  well — 
give  me,  fays  he,  a Pippin  that’s  wither’d  like  an  old  Woman,  and  a 
contrsrio  feqnitur  Argumentum  , give  me  a Woman  that’s  wither’d 
like  an  old  Pippin— 

Sir  Troll . An  excellent  Morral  ’Faith for, Sir,!  have  wrought 

the  Fool  finely  j for,  by  this  means,  wanting  heirs  to  inherit,  the  E- 
ifate  mud  of  necefiity  fall  to  me — —ha,  I think  here  fhe  comes  — 
Come  C02  — let  us  not  mifs  this  opportunity. 

Sir  Lub.  >r.  ’Sbud — how  my  heart  pants  now  — — here,  Sirrah, 
fake  thi.s  Book,  be  fure  to  prompt — when  I am  out,  d’ee  hear  ? 

Boy.  Yes,  Sir. 

Enter  L,  Beardley^  Ifabella,  Lidia,  Tifiick,  andLcthh* 

Let  it  is  Sings. 

Sir  FroU.  Stay,  here’s  rrty  Wife,  and  Company  with  her — per- 
haps flie  may  be  bufie ffand  by,  and  obferve  a little Come, 

out  with  it  Lett  ice  — I like  it  well — • ™-r 
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SCOTCH  SO^g. 

I. 

SAwney  was  tall , and  of  noble  Byice, 

And  lov’d  me  better  then  any  yen , 

But  noo  he  liggs  by  another  Lajfe , 

And  Sawney  will  nere  be  my  Love  agen. 

I gave  him  ajine  Scotch  Sarke  and  Band} 

I put  urn  on  with  my  awn  hand ; 

1 gave  him  Houfe , and  1 gave  him  Land , 

Yet  Sawney  will  ne'ere  be  my  Love  agen. 

2. 

I rob'd  the  Groves  of  all  their  Store , 

And  TSlofegayes  made  to  give  Sawney  yen  •, 

He  kjjl  my  Breajl,  and  fain  would  do  more , 

Gude  feth  methought  he  was  a bonny  yen : 

He  fqueetdd  my  Lingers , grafp'd  my  Knee, 

And  Carv'd  my  name  on  each  green  Tree  ; 
Andjigh'd  and  languifbt  to  ligg  by  me 
But  now  he  ne'ere  will  be  my  Love  agen. 

3* 

My  Bongrace , and  my  Sun-burnt  Lace 
He  prais’d ; and  alfo  my  Bqtjfet  Gown  j 
But  now  he  dotes  on  the  Copper  Lace, 

Of  fome  lew  d Quean  of  London-Town. 


He 
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He  gtlngs  and  gives  her  Curds  and  Creame , 
Whilfi  l poor  Saule  fit  fighing  at  beam  j 
And  ne' re  Joye  Sawney  unlefs  in  a Drcanie  5 
For  now  he  ne’re  rvill  he  my  Love  agen. 


L . Beard.  Very  hot — foultry  hot  upon  my  honour phoo  — « 

my  Lady  Whimfiy How  does  your  Ladifhip  refent  it?  I (hall 

be  moll  horribly  tann’d. 

Ifab.  ’Tis  warm,  Madam. 

L.  Beard.  Oh  hot ! hot — I am  ready  to  fry  — good  lack-a-day , 

how  ftrange  is  this Mrs.  Lidia  — pray  feel  me  ! pray  feel  my 

pulfe gad  forgive  me  how  it  beats,  I fee  I muft  Purge  and  let 

Blood 

TiJJickf  Marry  does  it,  like  one  of  five  and  twenty  — I allure  your 
good  Ladifhip. 

L.  Beard.  My  Lady  Wbimfey , Mrs.  Lidia,  pray  feel,  I proteft  I 
never  felt  the  like ! Why  who  would  think  this  of  one  of  my 
age I 

Lidia . ’Tisvery  ftrange  Indeed  Madam*,  fo  is  your  Complexion 
too : For  my  part  I have  often  wonder’d  how  it  was  poflible  for 
your  Ladifhip  to  preferve  your  Beauty  fo  long — 

L.  Beard.  Truly,  Mrs.  Lidia , it  has  been  a wonder  to  many— but 

art  is  a rare  thing you  muft  ufe  art,  Mrs.  Lidia , if  you  would 

look  attractively  > and  live  long- — Lijftcl — — give  me  my  Carra- 
wayes. 

Ifab.  What  Art  I befeech  your  Ladifhip  > 

L.  Beard.  Nay,  ’tis  worth  your  knowing  in  troth.  Why  Madam 

the  Face  prefervative  is,  to  be  fure  to  fuite  your  Ingredient  to 

your  Complexion — your  Tawny,  or  Olive-colour’d  skin  would 
look  better  if  it  were  Whiter  Therefore  White  muft  be  added  : Then 
your  pale  dead  Tallow  Colour  requires  a Tincture,  and  it  muft  have 
it,  ’tis  very  neceftay,  and  no  more  difcredit  to  ye,  then  ’tis  to  wear 
a piece  of  thin  Gold  for  the  Kings  Evil*,  or  a row  of  Ivory  Teeth, 
when  your  own  have  uncivilly  left  their  habitations. 

Lidia.  So  now  fhall  we  have  a Defcription  of  her  own  Imperfecti- 
ons and  Deformity,  by  a Mifterious  advice  how  to  fhun  e’m 

L.  Beard.  Defects  in  Nature,  Madam  , muft  be  fupply’d  by  Art  *, 

’Tisnot  onely  requiflte,but  Cuftomary and  ’tis  the  knowledge  of 

what  ingredient  is  moft  natural , is  the  main  caufe  of  being  beauti- 
ful— why  now  I alwayes  ufe  a certain  blew  reflection  to  my  face. 

Lidia.  How,  Blew  ? 

Ifab.  Mercy  on  us. 

L.  Beard.  Blew,  Madam and  fometirr.es  when  I am  fkk  and 

out  of  order.  Black  and  Blew  are  very  convenient  : ’Tis  a little 

ftnng: 
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Orange  to  you,  I warrant but  tny  completion  requires  it,  and  I 

alwayes  confult  that. 

Lidia.  Nay,  any  one  that  fees  your  Ladifhips  face,  may  eafily  guefs 
your  great  knowledge  in  thefe  matters. 

L.  Beard.  Some  obfervations  Mrs.  Lidia  > fome  obfervations:  I 
have  not,  I think, been  backward  in  procuring  the  good  ofmy  Neigh- 
bors  —pray  let  me  look  on  ye hold  up  your  head  — — a little 

more — ay,  5tis  fo — a Phillamot  would  fet  off  your  Face  extreme- 
ly  * 

L/<//a.’T  would  make  it  Clive- Colour  indeed,  if  you  call  that  fetting 
off. 

L,  Beard.  Olive-colour!  ah,  you  are  ignorant  Mrs.  I idia , Olive- 
colour!  ’Twould  make  it  ruddy.  Ruddy  ! there’s  your  Com- 
plexion! Vvhy  that,  which  you  have  on,  fpoiks  your  face  infteadof 

beaut  if)  ing  it 1 have  fome  Powder  in  Boxes  at  home  would 

do  ye  a kindnefs  if  you  would  ufe  e’m. 

Ifab.  Have  you  not  a great  care  Madam — leaf!  fome  of  thofe 
Boxes  Should  come  to  publick  view — you  know  that  would  not  be 
for  )cur  Reputation — — • 

L.  Beard.  Care,  Madam — yes,  I warrant  \e  ; never  doubt  that : 

For,  if  a (tranger  comes  into  the  Room whip  — they *r  gone  in  a 

moment — and  now  you  put  me  in  mind  on’t,  in  troth  1 was  dam- 
nably frighted  onceabout  fuch  a bufinefs. 

Lidia.  Were  you  fb? 

. L.  Beard . Ay — I Swear,  mod  ftrangely  frighted  , it  makes  me 
ready  to  tremble. every  time  1 think  of  it— I’ll  tell  \ou  how  ’twas 

fitting  cne  day  d re  fling  my ’Tvvas  before  I was  Marry’d  , and 

I think  truly  "tis  now  about  Five  and  twenty  years  agoe — fitting, 
as  I was  faying,  drefling  my  head,  my  Husband,  who  was  then  a 
Servant  to  me,  and  one,  that  though  I fay  it,  laid  as  clofe  feige  to  me 

as  any  man  in  Europe  could  do he,  I fay,  Hole  foftly  into  the 

Rccm,  and  flood  juft  behind  me 

If-ib.  As  you  were  dreffing  your  head  ? 

L.  Beard.  Ay  - — but  1 prefently  turn’d  back,  and  being  ex- 

treamly  furpriz’d  to  fee  him thinking  to  mend  all,  fnarch  d up 

my  falfe  head  of  Brown  hair,  and  Curl’d  Tower,  that  lay  by  me — • 
( For,  to  tell  you  true,  my  own  was  ever  of  a feurvy  colour)  and  , 
gad  forgive  me  — in  haft,  put  it  on  the  wrong  way — ha,  ha,  ha. 
Oh  heaven  ! What  a Cafe  was  I in—  i look’d  for  all  the  World 
like  one  of  the  Satyrs  in  a Paftoral  — ha,  ha,  ha  — 

Lidia.  I vow  this  was  a ftrangc  Misfortune  indeed  — but,  What 
faid  the  Gentleman  ? Did  he  not  laugh  fonndly  ? 

L.  Beard.  Laugh ay — 1 warrant  ye~ — — he  Laugh’d, and  I 

Bluftft  •,  and  he  Laugh’d,  and  I Trembled  — for,  you  mud  thi  k,  I 
was  moll  terribly  frighted  —-as  I hope  to  be  fav’d- — 1 had  like  to 

have 
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have  mifcarry’d  about  it — I was  fain  to  wear  an  Eagles  Stone  about 
me  for  three  months. 

IJab.  An  Eagles  (lone  ? 

L.  Beard.  Yes,  I allure  you,  the  onely  Sovereign  Remedy  in  (he 
World  to  keep  young  Ladies  from  mi  carrying. 

Lidia . Mifcarrying ! Why,  Madam,  you  fay,  this  was  done  be- 
fore you  were  Marry’d.  For  heaven’s  fake  what  does  your  Ladi 
Ihip  mean 

L.  Beard.  Gad  forgive  me,  What  (hall  I fay  now  ? Did  I fay  be- 
fore ? pray,  pert  Mrs.  Lidia , remember  yourfelf,  Did  I fay  before? 
I faid  after  we  were  Marry'd  I allure  you  — 

Enter  Sir  Frollick,  Sir  Lubberly,  and  Boy. 

Sir  Froll  Come,  Sir  ^ now  I think  we  may  venture* My  La- 
dy Beardly , in  all  Joy  and  Duty,  I kifs  your  Ladilhips  hand in 

the  next  place  give  me  the  favour  to  introduce  my  Nephew  here. 
Sir  Lubberly  Widgeon , a man  of  good  quality  and  parts , and  one  that 
will  be  proud  to  be  grac’d  with  your  Ladilhips  acquaintance  — 

L.  Beard.  Iam  his  humble  fervant,  Sir.  (Salute. 

Sir  Lubb.  Well , there’s  no  fuch  Killing,  as  where  there  are  no 
Teeth. 

Lidia.  Come,  let  us  take  this  opportunity  to  get  away,  Madam  : 
Wee’l  wait  for  your  Ladilhip  in  the  next  walk. 

L.  Beard . Your  Servant,  my  Deares  s I’ll  oblige  my  felf  with  your 
fweet  companv  incontinently- — ( Exit  Ifab.  and  Lidia. 

Sir  Froll.  The  Caufe  of  my  waiting  on  you,  Madam,  is  to  inform 
you,  That  this  Gentleman — loves \ou 

L.  Beard*  Ha,  ha, -ha I protefl,  Sir  Frollicl £ — - you  make  me 

la  gh — — Love  me  — why  5tis  impollible — alafs,  Sir — I am  old, 
I am  old. 

Sir  Froll.  Your  age  has  beencautioufly  confider’d,  Madam  : and, 
tho’  mv  Nephew  be  backward  in  thefe  matters,  and  unwilling  to 
break  the  Ice  himfelf.  Yet,  he  knows  as  much  for  his  Inches  , as 
any  man  on  this  fide  Korney  I’ll  fay  that  for  him. 

L.  Beard.  Nay,  verily,  the  Gentleman  has  a very  hopeful  Counte- 
nance > your  Jolt- head-— long  Eare,and  fober  Sheeps  look  never  fades. 
He  Ihould  be  a Barrifter  by  his  Philiognomy. 

Sir  Froll.  He  has  feme  Knowledge  in  the  Law  indeed—-  befides  , 
Madam,  he  has  travelled  mod  parts  of  the  World,  andean  difeourfe 

of  the  Manners  and  Cuftomes  of  Nations  very  elegantly- ah,  he 

has  fcap’d  great  Preferments  very  narrowly. 

L.  Beard . Well,  Sir — —I  wifh  I were  younger  for  his  fake, then 
perhaps  I might  fay  fomething. 

Sir  Lubb.  Madam,  for  ever  I’ll  inclofe  you  here , with  the  Cir- 
cuit of  this  Ivory  pale * What’s  next  Sirra  ? 

Boy.  You’ll  be  the  Park  — * 

Sir  Lub . I’ll  be  the  Park,  and  you  (hall  be  the  Deer  i 

F 


Feed 
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Feed  where  you  will,  on  Mountain,  or  in  Dale, 

Graze  on  my  lips,  and  when  thofe  Hills  are  dry* — • 

When  thofe — —Hills  are  dry — are  dry — hum are  dry. 

What’s  next  you  Dog  / 

Boy . Stray  farther  where  the  pleafant  Fountains  lie 

Sir  Lubb.  Stray  further  where  the  pleafant  Fountains  lie. 

L.  Beard.  Very  well — I vow  there’s  a great  deal  of  pleafure  in 
being  Courted,  I Swear  there  is---  Come,  Sir  F rollick^  pray  let  us 
walk  down  the  next  walk— here’s  Company  coming,  and  another 
time,  Sir  Lubberly , more  of  this  if  you  pleafe — but,  let  the  next  be 
in  Profe  I befeech  you — 

Sir  hub.  Profe  ! Well — it  (hall  fvveet  Queen  , fweet  old  Queen  it 
ihail — any  thing  to  pleafe  thee  my  Dear  Landabrides.  (Exeunt, 

Enter  Beverly  in  Difgmfe. 

Bever.  So,  now  to  my  Miftrifs  *,  in  this  Difguife  I think  I need 
not  fear  being  Dogg’d  by  my  plaguy-Wife,  or  any  of  her  Setters  , 
for  {he’s  as  Revengeful  and  jealous  as  an  Italian  that  has  trapan’d 
his  Wife  in  Mafquerade — Gad,  thefe  Wives  are  unreafonable  Crea- 
tures, as  headftrongas  wild  horfes,  and  as  unconfcionable  as  a Jew  to 
a Chrijtian  that  owes  him  money.  Marriage  is  a meer  Game  at 
Bowles:  where  the  WTife  is  the  Jack,  to  which,  ’tis  true,  all  our  en- 
deavours (hould  tend.  But,  how  unreafonable  is  it  to  expe<ft  an  ex- 
cellent Clofe  calf,  when  the  Biafs  of  our  Bowles  run  clear  another 

way Ha fure  that's  Beauford  : ’Tis  fo,  what  makes  him 

here  ? 

Enter  Beaufort  and  Brainworm. 

Beauf  I think  fliell  efteem  me  for  a Man  of  honour:  I am  fure 
I am  very  pun&ual,  as  Faith  ’tis  true,  I ever  was  in  thefe  Cafes — - 
Sirrah,  look  up  that  W;alk,  and  try  if  you  can  fee  any  body  coming— 
Now,  Dear  Olivia , keep  but  thy  word,  and  I am  blclT  for  ever. 

Bever,  Olivia ! on  my  life  here’s  fome  Intrigue  or  other  going 
forward — it  may  be  I may  make  a Difcovery. 

Beauf,  Oh,  here  comes  one  I believe  that  will  releafe  my 
Doubts. 

Brainw.  He  does  look  as  like  a Pimp  as  another  man , that’s  the 
truth  on’t— I believe  Don,  you  may  venture  on  hkn. 

Beauf,  Have  you  no  Mcffage  to  deliver  Friend,  to  a Gentleman 
that  was  to  be  walking  here/  no  Ticket,  nor  Appointment,  nor 
no  fuch  thing?  hah! 

Brainw.  From  fome  diftreffed  Lady,  or  Damfel,  that  is  Deftitute 
of  fucccr,  or  fo/  No  tidings,  Friend no  tidings? 
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Beauf  Peace,  Sirrah:  Come,  I'm  fure  I’m  right,  thou  art  the  per- 
Ton. 

Bever.  Why,  Faith  Sir,  I have  a Meffage  to  deliver. 

Beauf.  Very  well,  a very  honelt  Fellow,  Faith  here’s  money  for 
thee. 


Sever.  No  reward,  I befeech  you  Sir,  till  you  know  whether  I may 
deferve  it  or  no?  for  I mu  ft  knowyour  name, and  by  fome  token  or 
other,  that  you  are  the  right  perfon,  before  I can  difeover  any  tiling, 

Beauf.  And  all  thereafonin  the  world  Faith — gad  a per- 

fon  of  great  Conduct,  and  undemanding  this — I fee  (lie’s  cunnings 
fliechoofes  her  man  for  thefe  affairs.  Well,  to  make  all  things  clear 
friend,  in  the  firft  place  know  my  name  is  Beauford. 

Bever . Beauf.  So  — oh  my  propitious  fate  — (afide 

Brain.  And  I am  known  by  the  Name  and  Title  of  Diggory  Brain- 
worm  of  Booby-Town,  in  the  County  of  Hamjhire , Yeoman. 

Beauf.  Keep  your  diftance,  firrah  ! then  as  a fecure  Token,  Friend, 
that  I am  the  true,  real,  appointed  individual  perfon,  know  that  Olivia 
your  Lady- — and  my  goddefs — about  an  hour  fince  met  me  here, 
where  after  a world  of  happy  raillery  betwixt  us,  (he  bid  me  wait 
her  here,  and  promis’d  about  this  time  to  fend  a meffenger  to  con- 
duct me  to  her — — hah What  think  you  now,  is  this  token 

enough  ? 

Bever.  Enough  in  confcience  Sir,  and  I am  now  confirm’d,  you  are 
the  right  perfon,  and  may  therefore  be  free  in  the  relation  * Know 
then  Sir,  that  my  Lady  waits  for  you,  (he  is  alone  Sir,  and  the 
cuckoldly  Fop  her  Husband  is  abroad  Sir. 

Beauf.  Is  he  ! the  fool  abroad ha  ha  ha  ! 

Bever.  Ay  ay  Sir ! go  on,  go  on  and  profper  — ha  ha  ha  ! i’faith  you 
are  a happy  man. 

Beauf.  Ha  ha  ha — thank  thee  heartily  faith*,  gad  thou  art  a very 
obliging  perfon but  thy  Lady  fhali  be  good  to  thee  upon  my  ac- 

count. 

Bever.  On  his  account very  good  * oh  how  my  heart  beats 

for  revenge 

Beauf.  Here’s  fortune  now  Rogue!  here’s  fortune  ! well  I for- 
give all  my  ill  luck  part  for  this  days  happy  fuecefs,  and  is  (he  alone, 
fay’ft  thou?  and  is  the  cuckoldly  Fop  her  Husband  gone  ou*  ? 

Bever.  Gone,  gone  Sir,  the  coaft  is  clear,  and  you  may  go  and 
plunder  the  wealthy  Magazine  without controuU  he  Sir  \ alasfhecaH 
quickly  pop  him  out  o’th’  way,  when  (he  has  any  private  defigne — - 
befides  Sir,  I was  afiiftant  in  the  bufinefs  for  you  muft  know  Sir — » 

I hate  him  mortally 

Beauf.  Doftthou?  why  then  the  Devil  take  me,  if  thou  art  not 
the  civilefl  fellow  that  ever  I met  with  — —here:,  prethee  let  me 

be  a little  grateful  to  thee -gad  I {hall  be  afham’d  of  my  ftlf 

dfe 
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Bever.  Not  a penny  i’faith  Sir,  let  me  beg  you  not  to  offer  it. 

Brain.  Well This  is  certainly  the  firtt  pimp  that  ever  refus’d 

money. 

Bever.  But  come  Sir,  come  away  s methinks  I long  till  you  en- 
joy your  happinefs. 

Beanf.  Ah  dear  Rogue,  and  fodol  too  faith:  Here’s  fortune  now 
Sirrah here’s  fortune  ! 

Bever . Hah  ! a Wag,  you  (hall  have  her,  wag  you  "(hall  have  her. 

Beatif.  Ah  dear  Rogue,  I am  bound  to  thee  for  ever 

Bever . And  poor  Cuckold  (ball  be  lock’d  out ha  ha  ha  ! 

Beauf.  Ha  ha  ha  ! ay  no  matter  ,no  matter , let  him  ! let  him  ! Pox, 
what  fhould  dull  Husbands  do  with  fuch  biddings  ? 

Bever.  Ay, right,  right  * what  indeed  ? come,  come,  go  with  me. 
I’ll  place  you  both  conveniently — ay  wag  wag  come  along. 

Beauf.  Thanks  my  dear  charming  Rogue  — here’s  fortune  now  y 
here’s  fortune * Exeunt . 

Enter  Servant. 

S-erv . My  Lady  fent  me  with  a meffage  to  a Gentleman  in  thefe 
Walks,  and  the  devil  of  any  living  creature  I can  find,  but  an  old 
Woman  a knitting — -’faith  I’ll  e’en  go  home  agen ; oh  I think 
yonder  he  is 

Re-enter  Beverly. 

Bever.  So,  now  I think  'the  Fox  is  fnar’d,  and  cunningly,  and 
fliall  accordingly  be  us’d,  e’r  he  gets  free  agen  — hah  This  fellow 

muft  certainly  be  her  meffenger.  ’Tis  fo I know  him  now,  but 

1 11  hinder  his  difeovery  immediately 

Serv.  Sir,  Sir, My  Lady  ttaies  for  you- — Oh  Lord  my  Matter  ! 

Bever.  Yes  Rafcal ’tis  Is  your  defign  is  difeover’d.  Sirrah  you 
come  to  convey  Beauford  to  my  wife  ? 

Serv . Oh  good  Sir  forgive  me,  I did  but  as  my  Lady  command- 
ed.-— 

Bever.  W'ell  to  make  you  amends  now,  do  what  I command  you, 
take  no  notice  of  my  Difguife  — but  tell  your  Lady  that  I dogg’d  you 

and  Beauford  to  the  Gardcn-houfe and  as  foon  as  he  was 

entered — -lock’d  him  in.  Do  this  faithfully,  or  expert  not  to  live  a 
day — — For-ifl  find  thou  fail’ll  in  the  lead  fcruple,  hadtt  thou  athou- 
fand  lives,  thoulhou’dft  loofe  ’em  all. 

Serv.  Oh 1 will  be  very  faithful  Sir. 

Bever.  Away  then,  and  now  for  my  revenge- — I hate  this  Beav- 

ferd,  whatever  my  W ives  df  figne  wasir-  this  bufih^fs he  I find, 

had  a down  right  rank,  lewd  i nr c . :r  which  I’ll  reward  hims 
infiantly.  order  rr.v  f rv-  \y-  re...  and  whipping,  and 

pumping 
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pumping,  tolling  in  a Blanket, — all  that  malice,  or  ill  nature  can  in'* 
vent,  I’ll  inflict  upon  him — Let  him  hereafter  demand  what  fatis-  . 
faction  he  pleafes. 

And  flnee  to  cuckold  me  was  his  intent, 

1’Jl  ad  that  Cuckold  in  his  punifhment.  Exit.  * 


ACT.  IV. 

S C E N E Pall  ace  Garden. 

Enter  Beauford  with  a Blanket  wrapt  about  him , and  Brainworm 
in  his  Shirty  and  a Petticoat  over  him . 

Brainw.  H Gadsbud  ! Were  ever  poor  Intriguers  fo 

M ufed  ? all  my  bones  are  out  of  joynt,  and  lye 

a H as  if  they  were  no  kin  to  one  another.  ’Tis 

% * M we^  >tls  a ca^m  corning,  for  a little  puflof 
wind  would  certainly  (hake  me  to  piece*. 

Beauf.  ’Sdeath  - have  I us’d  Intrigues  fo  long,  know  all  the 
quirks  and  quiddits  from  the  Maid  to  the  Matron  =>  and  at  laft  live 
to  be  whipt,  andtofsM  in  a Blanket? 

Brainw . Ay,  here’s  fortune  you  know  Sir  —here’s  fortune  ! You’d 

forgive  all  your  part  ill  Chance  for  this  happy  hour Well,  I (hall  be 

hang’d,  I am  certain  on’t your  damn’d  luck  will  never  leave  me 

but  at  the  Gallows  ? 

Beauf.  Sirrah ! leave  Condoling' — now  ’tis  unneceffary,  and  let 
us  pi  ot  how  to  repay  this  affront}  Olivia , as  I was  juft  now  in- 
form’d by  her  Woman,  was  not  at  ail  acceffary This  was  her 

Husbands  revenge,  whoitfeems  dogg’d  her  Meffenger- — but  how 
fhould  he  know  that  I was  concern’d  ? 

Braimv.  Yourold  friend  the  Devil,  no  doubt  gave  him  fome  pri- 
vate intelligence andif  the  Truth  were  known,  alliftant  too — - 

For  the  Rogues  were  fhap’d  like  Furies.  And  blefs  us!  who  knows 
but  they  might  really  be  fo  ? 

Beauf.  By  their  unmerciful  ufage  of  us,  ’tis  true,  we  mightguefs 
’em  Furies—  lam  fure  the greateft  Devil  in  Hell,  could  not  ufe  me 
worfe. 

Brain.  They  mounted  me  into  the  Air  like  a Cat 1 was  halfe. 

an  hour  a falling  — befides,  my  Sex  is  chang'd,  I (hall  never  be  my 
own  man  agen  whilft  1 live,  nor  my  Wives  neither- — There’s  my 
forrow  ( weeps. 

Beauf- 
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Beauf.  MySexIthlrJi  ^ no?  chang'd  yet- — but  by  yon  Sky  I’ll 
have  it  chang’d  with  allthefpeed  I can.  I'll  crofs  my  luck  one  way 

or  other,  lam  refolv'don’t Come  firrah  we’ll  to  the  Tavern, 

a brisk  bottle  will  ripen  our  Wits  for  Invention,  I can  get  that 
%upon  Tick. 

JZra'wrv.  To  the  Tavern!  ay,  we  are  in  two  pretty  decent  habits  to 
go  to  the  Tavern  in,  are  we  not  I*  Ounds  ! how  I could  curfe  tha* 

Quean  Fortune,  for  putting  this  affbont  upon  the  topofmy  Family 

To  th5  Tavern  quotha  ? Wh  we  (hall  be  taken  for  fome  of  the  Wi/d 
Jrijb  thatcotneto  pitfer^and  Real,  and  fo  fingthe  Second  part  to  the- 
Fame  Tune,  Of  Beating  and  Kicking  — 

Beauf.  Faith  it  may  be  fo  — hufli,  I think  here’s  a man  coming 

out  of  a Houfe. 

Brainy*.  A man ! Pray  Heav’n  it  is  not  the  Beadle. 

Entet  Sir  Frollick  Whimfey  and  his  man. 

Beauf.  Sir  FroMfe  IFhimfey  by  heav’n,  but ’tis  impeffible  hefliould 
know  me  in  this  garbe,  and  if  he  queftions  me,  Fll  counterfeit  an 
Irijh  man,  and  gabble  in  that  Language.  f 

Sir  Frol.  Is  there  no  Law  for  Corruptions  in  thefc  Cafes?  fhall  a 
Rafcal  prefume  to  cuckold  me,  and  fliall  not  I prefume  to  have  his 

Life  ox  his  Money?  give  me  the  Rafcal,  I5m  refolv’d  onJt how 

now  ? What  are  thefe  that  fneak  about  my  door  at  this  time  of  the 
morning?  What  are  you  fir  rah  ? hah— 

Beauf-  Aw  Cram  a-cree — ee  be  a pauvre  hcneft  Irifh-man,  and 
Chris  (ball  fave  tiv  v-od  face. 

Braiarv.  ’Sbu  <t  fliall  Idonow?  for  the  devil  a language  can 
I fpeak  but  Fed  -French. 

Sir  Frol  An  Ir.  man — — a Rafail  believe — And  you  there  fir- 
rah,  what  Countrcyman  areyou  ? 

Brant rv.  Mo  gortogal  agi  agan  aga  Highi  Lagand  Dugutch  magan. 

Sir  Frol . A Dutchman,  a Thief  I believe,  both  Thieves  as  gad 
fave  me,  and  come  to  rob  my  houfe. 

Beauf.  Oh-hone — a Teef,  a got  plefs  thy  flieet  ccontenance,  ee  ne’r 
was  Teef  in  Englands,  o-my  faul  Joy,  eet  vas  in  Irelands , and  Teef 
is  very  fine  Trade  there. 

Brainrv.  Thegeef,  thogou  lygyft  igin  thygy  throgote. 

Sir  Frol . What  does  the  Rafcal  call  me  goat  ? (Strikes  him. 

Give  me  patience,  here’s  rare  impudence!  come  firrah  , come  you 
back  too.  I’ll  make  you  (Strikes  Eeauford.  ) know  the 

refped  due  to  a Knight,  and  a Jufiice  of  Peace  — Within  there 

call  iohy  Scribble  my  Clerk  hither,  I’ll  fee  thee  founaly  ilafn'd,as  gad 
fave  me,  Til  do  the  King  that  fervice — the  poor  rogues  have  no 
Money  I think. 

Beauf.  Will-a-loo,  oh  hone,  o honey  'sdeath  what  fliall  I do  now  > 

this 
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this  is  woift  of  all,  for  if  he  difeovers  me,  ffhall  be  whipt  to 
death. 

Brairttv.  Ay«  ay,  here’s  fortune  too  Sir,  here’s  fortune:,  oh  ! 

Sir  Frol.  Sirrah  hand  there,  and  hinder  um  from  running*,  hoa, 
will  no  body  hear  me  ? 

Enter  I fab  el  la. 


Ifab.  What  is’t  I fee!  Beauford,  and  in  this  Grange  ridiculous  dif- 

guiie—  ha  ha  ha $Bcauford  ^aLBrainworm  make  pitiful 

I fans  of  difcQveryto  Ifabella. 

Beauf  The  Devil,  this  damn'd  Jilt  will  difcover  me. 
lfabel.  Ha  ha  ha  1 what  can  this  mean?  here  has  Co  me  damnable 
chance  happen’d  to  him,  and  his  Signs  are  to  let  me  know  he  wants 
my  help,  ha  ha  ha,  lord  how  he  looks  ! Come  prethee  my  dear,  let 
the  poor  fellows  goe  this  once,  do  not  defer  revenging  my  injuries 
by  flaying  to  punifh  thefe  Creatures  *,  kis  true,  they  look  like  very 
lewd  feurvy  Rafcals,  efpecially,  that  tall  fellow  there  in  the  Blanker, 
but  come,  for  my  fake  let  um  efcape. 

Sir  Frol . I will  deny  thee  nothing*,  go  get  ye  gone  ye  Curs,  and 
thank  this  Lady* — ye  had  been  fwing’d  elfe— and  now  to  my  other 
bufinefs,  III  not  ileep  till  I am  reveng’d  of  thisrafeal  Beauf  or  f what 
e’re  it  coft  me.  Exit  Sir  Fro1. 

Br aim v.  Oh  the  Devil  go  with  him,  what  a fright  have  I been  in  ! 
lfabel . What  here  ftilh — in  my  life  I never  faw  two  fucli  impu- 
dent creatures. 

Beauf  Kay  Madam,  will  you  not  know  your  poor  fe»  van  t? 

Ifab.  Ha,ha,ha.fAm  I company  for  the  wild  Irifh  ? are  vagabonds 
fit  to  be  of  my  acquaintance? 

Beattf  No  Madam,  but  a friend  in  Mafquerade  I hope  may. 
lfabel.  Mafquerade  ! I fw  ear  this  is  one  of  the  neweft  Mafquerading 
Habits  that  I ever  faw,  but  I fuppofe  ’tis  pertinent  to  your  Intrigue 
Sir,  anddoubtlefs  there  is  fome  trick  in’t, 

Beattf.  Trick, ay,  a damnable  one  too,  if  you  knew  all  (afide. 

I muff  invent  fomething,  left  ftie  find  the  truth  ori’t —’tis  true, 

Madam,  there  was  a plaguy  Plot  ink  as  you  fay  : for  coming  from  a 
friends  houfe  about  twelve  a clock  daft  night,  where  we  had  been  at 
fupper  ; a dozen  Iufty  Thieves  befet  us,  and  inftiort,  tobb’dand 
Gripp’d  us  i for  what  could  we  do  againft  a do7en  you  know  ? 
fibsl.  Thieves,;  and  a dozen  of  ’urn  ? 

Br  a intv.  Thirteen  by  this  light  *,  I beat  a dozen  of  ’um  my  felf.  ’ 
Ifab.'  Did  you  ? W7hy  who  could  rob  you  then  ? 

Beattf.  A damn’d  lying  rogue,  he  beat ’um; — he  was  bound,  and 
thrown  into  a Ditch,  and  had*  not  I helpt  him  out  had  been  frrocher'd, 
firrah,  not  a word  more  for  your  life  s I wonder  for  my  partnve  were 
not  both  kill’d, 
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Braintv.  And  To  do  I too  faith. 

Bejitf.  But  come  fet  your  wit  at  work,  and  contrive  fome  way  that 
l may  be  rid  of  my  Mantle  de  la  guer  here  j and  then  I am  wholly 

devoted  yours. 

lfabeL  For  your  man  I have  a habit,  but  I fwear  I know  not  hovr 
to  contrive  for  you,  unlefs  you  will  make  fliift  with  that  my  Brother, 
a Rujhia  Merchant  left  with  me,  when  he  went  to  Sea. 

Beau/.  Pox,  any  thing  rather  than  this  Blanket,  let’s  fee’t, 

Ifzbel.  Come  in  then  foftly. 

Brainw.  Ay,  ay,  come,  that  I may  get  rid  of  my  Parliament- 
Robes  toe,  ’sbi:d  1 hope  this  garb  will  come  in  faihion  e’re  long, there’s 
many  as  ridiculous,  that  has Exeunt, 

Enter  Olivia  Inmans  Cloaths , Lidia. 

0 liv.  Now  profpercus  Fortune,  ifeverthou  wert  indulgent  to  an 
injur’d  Woman,  aiiift  me,  and  if  there  be  a fubtilty  natural  to  our 
Sex,  that’s  capable  of  revenging  wrongs  , Flusband  be  fure  of  the  Lf- 

fedls  — I’ve  now  a double  Caufe,  my  own  and  BeauforcTs — who 

has  had  but  a feurvy  return  for  the  fervice  he  intended  \ come  Si- 
ller give  me  the  Vizard. 

Lidia . What  will  my  Brother  think  when  he  comes  home,  and  finds 
you  have  deferted  his  houfe? 

Olivia.  No  doubt  but  he’ll  be  embrac’d  betwixt  hope  and  fear,  but 
my  firm  refolution  makes  me  negligent  of  that,  ’tisonly  the  lofs  of 
my  company,  can  make  him  feniible  of  the  bleiling  of  it>  for  the  value 
of  a Wife,  as  of  all  good  things  elfe,  isbeft  known  by  its  want.  For 
if  once  there  be  a neglect  in  Love,  the  gordian  knot  of  Wedlock, will 
fo fi retch  and  ilacken,  that  ’tis  ten  to  one  but  a witty  Adventurer 
may  ealily  undoe  it,  totye  a faficr  in  its  dead}  this  was  Beaufords 
opinion,  who  I think  has  now  fufiiciently  paid  for  it  — but  I’m  tar- 
dy Sifier,  but  no  more  of  this  now,  be  fure  to  keep  council,  and  ex- 
pert the  happy  refult  of  all — farewel.  Ixit  Oliv. 

Lidia.  What  a mad  fellow  is  this  Beauford  > wild  as  a fiorm,  ra-fii, 
and  inconliderate,  and  vet  I know  not  what  ails  me,  evcrfincelfaw 
him  yefierday  in  the  WTalks — he  has  been  continually  in  my  thoughts; 
-methinks  his  vices  too  look  lei’s  ugly  in  him  than  in  another  : pray 
heaven  thefe  pleating  thoughts  breed  no  heart  burnings : he’s  hand- 
fome,  and  I havefoPy  enough  to  love  a worfeface ’tis  but  ventu- 

ring, if  Iamfnar’d,  I’ll  lilently  mourn  my  fate  in  fome  dogril  Ditty, 
and  get  out  of  tht  Labyrinth  as  well  as  I can.  Exit . 
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SCENE  II.  ^ Chamber. 

E/tfer  Ifabel  la,  Beauford,  Brainworm  drefliug  themfelves . 


Brainw.  Ha  ha  ha  ! 

Ifabella.  Ha  ha  ha — a very  pleafant  Met  amorphous. 

Beauf A Plague,  this  is  more  ridiculous  than,  my  Blanket,  and  1 
behave  myfielfe  worfe  in  this  garbe,  than  an  Ambaffador  of  that 

Countrev  does  in  an  Engffh  one a pox  of  your  hanging  flceves 

and  ftrait  hofe  here.  Well,  that  Nation  are  certainly  the  moft 
Clowns  of  all  others,  they  love  no  variety,  as  men  of  Honor  (hould, 
nor  ever  change  their  damn’d  old  fashions,  becaufe  they  know  not 
how  to  behave  themfeives  in  new. 

Brainw.  Ha  ha  ! fave  ye  Don  Diego , fave  ye  Don,  (hall  I twirl  your 
Manchatoos,  or  fet  your  RufFSignior?  ha  ha! 

Beauf  Very  wellfirrah. 

Ifabel.  Ha  ha ! he  looks  more  awkerdly  than  a Countrey  Grazier 
in  a lac’d  Coat. 

Brainw.  Ay,  or  a Clumfie  Citizen  on  a Training-day — « 

Beauf.  So  Rafcal,pray  get  you  to  the  door  and  watch  the  old  Knights 
coming  back, and  be  careful  de’e  hear?or  I fhallfpoil  this  mirth  of  yours. 

Brainw . I will  Sir — I will — Don  — Diego  quotha,  ha  ha  ha!  Exit. 

Ifabel . I think  Sir  ’twill  be  very  convenient  for  you  to  go  too,  for 
I a (lure  you,  I cannot  fecure  my  Husbands  abfence  long. 

Beauf  I fear  him  not  Madam,  he’s  gone  to  his  Council,  to  tell  him 
he’s  a Cuckold,  and  defire  his  advice,  ha  ha - 

Ifabel.  His  jealoufie  will  fpur  him  home  again  fooner  than  you 
imagine,  and  then  how  your  Rujhia  counterfeit  company  will  agree 
with  his  rough  Italian,  is  a greater  doubt  than  you  have  wit  to  con- 
fider  on. 

Beauf.  Faith  Madam,  my  confidence  like  my  love,  is  too  fierce  to 
be  very  thoughtful,  this  only  I can  fay  for  my  felf,  I have  three  to  one 
againft  the  ill  fortune  of  his  coming,  and  that  is  enough  to  encourage 
a Gamefier.  If  there  docs  a damn’d  chance  come  in  by  the  by,  I’ll 
honeftlybowl  about  acurfeortwo — and  patiently  fuffer  under  tri- 
bulation. 

Ifabel.  But  what  amends  Love  or  Reward,  mufi  I expett  > 

Beauf.  Why  you  (hall  have  all  I have  Madam,  a hearty  figh  from 
the  bottom  of  my  heart,  that  I am  able  to  pay,  and  no  more. 

Ifabel.  p’(h,  I mean  from  my  Husband  Sir,  but  I find  this  agree® 
ment  you  proppfe,  not  worth  my  Signing  to  b and  fo  adieu. 

Exit  running. 

Beauf.  Nay,  if  I leave  thee  fo,  I am  a dull  rogue  in  deed*—" 1 <!m 
refolv’d  to  have  a parting  bifs,  come  what  will  on’te  Exit * 


G 


Enter 


Enter  Sir  Lubberly. 

Sir  Lub.  My  rich  old  Widow,  I muft  not  be  tardy  in  chace  of herr 
I think  t’other  two  hours  chatt  wilt  do  the  bulinefs,  for  (lie  begins 
to  chatter  bawdy,  and  difcover  her  Writings,  and  ’tis  obferv’d, 
when  once  a Widow  does  that,  (he’s  }our  own  ^ and  faith  good  Wri- 
tings, and  full  Bags,  are  the  ftrongeft  motives  to  raifepaihon  now- a- 
days,  That  jolly  Poet  fays  — 

Face  of  young  Mifs  is  Left  for  peeping  Tony 

Tut  the  heft  part  of  old  Widow  is  her  Money. 

But  come,  a little  of  my  Uncles  advice  will  do  well,  I heard  him 
go  in  here.  Exit. 

{Re-enters  runnings  Beauford 
and  Ifabella  after  him. 

On  monftrnm  horrendum ! oh  my  poor  cuckoldly  Uncle  ! Oh  thou  art 
bob'd,  thou  art  bob’d,  fare,  never  was  the  like  feen,  felt,  heard,  orun- 
derftood,no  never-never 

Ifab.  Nay,  Sir  Lubberly — pray  flay  and  hear  me  (peak. 

Beauf.  Hoblia  C aft ilh arte  Sigmour. 

Sir  Lub.  CajUlhano  Cuckgldiano  Signiour — -oh  horrid!  what  in  this 

rampant  Habit  too  ? this  is  intolerable,  but  I’ll  publifh  inftantly 

111  divulge,  I’ll  be  as  loud  as  Thundery  the  Stentrophonical  Tool 
fhall  be  nothing  to  me — my  Uncle  (hall  know,  I’ll  inform  him  im~ 
mediately 

How  Beauford  like  a thief  of  foreign  N-ation , 

Has  ranfadfd } rifl’d , rohh’d  his  Wives  Plantation. 

Ifab.  Fye  Sir  Lubberly , pray  have  more  regard  to  nr  Honor,  than 
to  have  fuch  an  opinion,  I’ll  allure  you  there  was  no  fuch  bufinefs 
in  agitation. 

Sir  Lub.  Agitation — O Lord  there  (he  is  again  — agitation. 
Beauf.  Sir,  upon  my  Honor  I was  only  teaching  her  a new  Sar- 
rabrand  — I borrow’d  this’ Habit  for  that  purpofe. 

Sir  Lub . What,  behind  the  Bed  > 

Ifab.  What  a malicious  accident  was  this?  ( aftde . 

Beauf.  Peace,  I’ve  a trick  fhall  bring  all  off  yet -well  Sir,  what 

ever  conftru&ions  you  are  pleas’d  to  make  ofus^yet  ’twill  be  your 
beft  way  to  be  filent,  I fhall  ruine  your  Amours  with  my  Lady  Aunt 
Beardly  clfe.  I allure  ye  that  you  fhall  be  no  Relation  of  mine,  un- 
kfs  you  can  hear,  and  fee,  and  fay  nothing  Sir. 

Sir  Lub.  Oh  do  not  taTke  of  making  a breach  betwixt  me  and  my 
dear  Lady  Beardly,  I befeech  ye  Sir. 

Beauf.  Shall  I trull  t’ye  then,  will  you  be  filent?  is  your  mouth 

fhut  up 

Sir  Lub.  Shut  up,  ay  — as  dofe  as  a Cockel-fhell,  not  a word  ot 
the  bufinefs;  now,  though  my  Mother  were  concern’d,  Tilde  any 

thing 
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thing  rather  than  break  off  with  my  Lady  Beardly:  go  get  in  again, 
goe  l fay;,  not  a fyllablenot  I — do  faith  - do — get  ye  in  once  mor-e 


mum-mum. 

Beauf.  Oh  your  fervant  Sir,  I have  no  bufinefs  there  not  I,  nor 
had  I fpoke  of  this-,  only  you  were  plcafed  to  fay  you  faw  fomething. 

Sir  Lub.  N-ot  I man  — I faw  nothing,  nor  can  fay  nothing,  I am 
dumb  and  blind,  a Fool,  or  a Pimp  or  any  thing,  and  fo  fare  ye-well, 
prethee  get  ye  in  again mum not  a fyllable,  not  I. 

Exit . 


Beauf.  Ha,  ha  ! I knew  there  was  no  way  like  this. 

Ifab.  'Twas  well  you  had  the  good  luck  to  find  it  out,  the  fool 
would  elfe  have  been  very  troublefome  i but  fee,  here  he  comes 
again. 

Sir  Lubberly  Re-enters . 


Sir  Lub.  Oh  we  are  undone,  undone  — my  Uncle  is  come  home, 
came  in  by  the  back  door  of  the  Garden,  and  is  juft  coming  up,  a 
pox  on  him. 

Beauf.  So  I find  I muft  to  my  Blanket  again.  Damn’d  chance , 
What’s  to  be  done  Madam? 

Ifab.  I am  at  my  wits  end  : Sir  Lubberly , run  you  out  and  hold 
him  in  difeourfe  a little,  while  I contrive  fomething. 

Sir  Lub.  Ay  ay,  any  thing,  any  thing.  Exit. 

Ifab.  There's  jao  other  way  Sir  for  ye,  but  to  counterfeit  my  Bro- 
ther Alexander,  new  come  from  travel  *,  this  Habit  fuits  you  well- 
one  fide  of  his  face  was  blafted,  which  was  the  caufeofhis  wry 
mouth,  and  lofs  of  an  eye  i then  he’s  of  a ftrange  wafpifh  temper, 
this  you  muft ftrive to  imitate:,  and  becaufe my  Husband  never  faw 
him  but  once,  if  you  take  care  in  doing  this,  I’m  confident  ’twill 
not  be  eafie  to  difeover  ye. 

Beauf  ’Saeath  I (ball  never  do  it  right — I (hall  betray  my  felf. 

Ifab.  Nay,  if  you  fail  in  refolution,  you  are  undone— come  here’s 
a Temple-patch  for  your  Eye— let’s  fee  now,  draw  your  mouth  awry 

and  look  upon  me -very  well  nhwobferve  to  fpeak pettifh- 

]y  ( Beaufort  makes  grim  faces ) and  I warrant  he  knows  ye  not. 

Beauf.  Oh  here  he  comes,  now  my  pennance. 

Enter  Sir  Frollick. 

Sir  Frol.  This  plodding  fool  is  never  at  home  when  a man  hasoc- 

cafion  for  him — how  now,  give  me  patience who  have  we 

here  > 

Ifab.  I imagin’d  Sir  you  would  wonder  at  him why,  ’tismy 

Brother  Alexander^  newly  arriv’d  from  Travel. 

Sir  Fro’.  Asgad  faveme,  ’twasa  wonder  to  me  indeed — hah — - 
why  what  a monftrous  Habit  he  has  on — Brother,  you’re  very 
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Wellcome  home I am  glad  to  fee  you  good  Brother. 

Beauf.  The  like  to  you,  Sir,  the  like  to  you : but,  by  your  leave* 
Sir,  1 am  a Man  of  few  words,  you  know  my  humor. 

Counterfeits  a wry  mouth,  and  fpeaks  pettijhly , 

JfahelL  *Tis  his  way,  Sir,  you  mull  bear  with  him. 

Sir  FroHick , Ay,  ay  •,  with  all  my  heart — but,  good  Brother, How 
Aand  your  affaires  fince  I faw  you  laft  ? Do  you  thrive  ? 

Beauf  Perhaps  I do,  perhaps  I do  not,  Sir.  I hope  I am  known  to 
underftand  my  bufinefs,  Sir  •,  and  therefore  will  take  the  priviledge 
not  to  give  you  any  accompt,  Sir.  {Sir  Frollick  Jits  down . 

Sir  Frollick . Any  accompt,  Sir  — as  gad  fave  me,  he  fpeaks  as  if 
he  would  fright  Engliff  out  of  its  wits : but,  Why  fo  long,  good  Bro- 
ther b 

Beauf  I am  not  hot,  Sir  , nor  cold  neither,  Sir — — What  a Pox  t 
know  what  I am,  Sir  i and  what  I do  as  well  as  another,  if  you  go 
to  that,  Sir. 

Sir  f rollick.  A pleafant  humor.  ^ 

Enter  Brain  worm, 

Brainw.  Come,  Sir,  come  away  ^ the  Devil’s  in  ye,  ye  can  never 
leave  off  in  a reafonable  time  ',  if  the  old  Cuckold  comes  and  finds 
you  here,  you’l  remember  it  as  long  as  your  name’s  Beaufird  > Pie 
tell  ye  that. 

Sir  Frollick;  Hah What’s  this  ? 

Beauf.  Oh  confounded  Dog how  now.  What  RafcalPs 

this? 

Brainw . Hey  day — What  new  Vegary’s  this  What  a pox 

ffee  (land  making  mouth’s  for?  "Sbud,  Is  this  a time  for  Mumme- 
ry. Good  Sir,  come  away my  old  fit  of  the  Palfie  is  come,  and 

Pme  fure  there  is  a beating  not  far  of. 

Sir  Froll.  Right,  Rafcal if  I and  my  whole  Family  are  fuffi- 

dent,  allure  }our  felf  ye  (hall  be  well  furnifht What,  hoa 

within  there.  (Starts upland  draws  bk  Sword , andjiands  at  the  door. 

( Whifpers  a Servant . 

Brainw.  Ol  gads  bud  ^ What,  more  mifchief  Hill —Sir,  I vow 

to  gad,  Sir,  I was  not  at  all  acceffary ’twas  he  that  contriv’d 

all,  and  drew  me  in however,  Sir,  I have  a pair  of  Ears,  and 

a piece  of  my  Nofe  at  your  Woifhip’s  fervice  > to  (how  that  I am 

a very  honefi  fellow,  and  fo  forth.  Sir Oh!  What  (hall  1 

do? 

Sir  Froll  No,  Rafcal,  lie  take  no  Compofmon  in  this  Cafq,  Sir. 
Gome  away  there—'—  Brother,  I beg  your  pardon,  they  are  fo 

tardy Jtis  onely  a fmall  Entertainment , I have  provided  by 

way  of  Baftinado,  or  fo.  I know  what  your  Kujhia  humor  loves. 

( Complements  the  Sfanijh  way. 

Beauf.  Ah 
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Bsauf.  Ah  plague  of  your  Compliment:  ’Sdeath,  no  way  to  e- 

fcape? 

Sir  FroJl.  O now  I think  they  are  coming. 

JfabeU.  I fee  there’s  no  way  to  relieve  him therefore  ’tis  pol- 

licy  to  fecuremyfelf for,  whatever  he  fuffers,  ’tis  requifite  I 

preferve  my  own  honour — ( Afide. 

Was  there  ever  fiich  monftrous  Impudence?  by  heaven, my  Dear, I 

took  him  for  my  Brother , and  fo  Carefs’d  him  accordingly 

and  that  he  fhould  prove  a Rafcal , a Cheat  at  laft,  and  onely  take 
this  Difguife  to  abufe  me — -Oh  I may  thank  thy  wit  and  quick  ap- 
prehenfion,  heaven  knows  how  I had  been  us’d  elfe. 

Beauf.  Oh  dam  her was  ever,  fuch  a Jilt nay.  Sir,  pray 

hear  me  then — this  Woman-^-here,  your  darn’d  Wife — 

Enter  Servants  with  Batoons. 

Ifabella.  But  l ie  make  ye  an  Example,  Fie  teach  ye  to  tempt 

my  Integrity 1 will  ye  treacherous  Rafcals  i come, fall  on, fall  on, 

( Beats  7 um , and  Jhe  takes  a Batoon^and  helps  to  beat 7 um  out . 

Serv.  Make  ready  the  Wheel-barrow  there — Sirrah,  we  ll  ham- 
per ye.  (to  Brainworm. 

, SirFroll.  Hah,  hah,  hah  — As  gad  fave,  this  is  fome  revenge  how- 
ever > So — fo — well  done  Sweet  heart  > well  done  in  troth — thou 
haft  troubled  thy  felf  too  much  dear  Rogue , I’faith  thou  haft. 

lfabell.  A feurvy  Impudent  Rafcal : What,  feek  to  corrupt  me  ? 

Sir  Froll . Come,  he  has  his  payment — he’le  be  rampant  no  more 
this  fix  months  I warrant  him — Come,  let’s  go,  Ffaith  I’ll  kifs  thee 
for  this as  gad  fave  I will— come 

lfabell.  A thoufand  to'one  but  I had  been  trapan'd.  Lord  ! What 
a wicked  World  is  this?  (Exeunt* 


SCENE  III.  P allace  Garden. 

Enter  Beverly  and  Wheedle. 

■ ■ ' 1 ' ’ " • \ , n / f , k ( . 

Beverly.  Come,  come,  ye  are  falfe  as  Hell,  and  (hall  repent  your 
treachery  : and,  whatever  you  think  me,  Madam,  in  matter  of  Love 
and  Intrigue,  I’le  confirm  my  felf  to  be  a Man  of  honour  in  this, gad 
l ie  be  fure  to  keep  my  word  with  ye. 

IVloeedle.  Sooner  then  to  a Man  you  had  promis’d  to  be  fecond  to, 
1 dare  fwear. 

Beverly.  Ay,  efpecially  ifl  were  to  fight  for  you,  or  fome  of  your 
Sifter  Town-Jilts ) gad?  a Man’s  well  rewarded  that  fights  for  a rot- 
ten Orange. 


When  die  * 
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Wbeadle.  You  might  have  elevated  your  thoughts  a little but  ’tls 

true,  your  Talk  is  fuitable  to  the  Company  you  keep,  Taylors  wives , 
and  Exchange-wenches,  who  will  footh  your  pa ih on  for  half  a pint 
of  burnt  Brandy,  and  vow  and  protcft  you  are  the  lovingft  Man  they 
ever  met  with. 

Btver.  Very  well,  you  can  rally  now,  Madam  * now  the  Vizard  is 
pull'd  off,  a man  may  have  the  privPcdge  of  viewing:  this  is  your 
integrity  in  the  Devils  name,  your  dyings,  your  fighings,  and  your 
innocence  with  a Pox  t’ee,  but  this  (hall  not  bubble  me  out  of  my 
reafon. 

IV beadle.  Your  Reafon’s  as  Corrupt  as  your  Nature  — pray  re- 
colled:  your  felf  a little,  Sir,  let  the  Fane  of  your  fancy  whede  a lit- 
tle about  this  way,  if  I am  not  miftaken  matters  have  been  otherwife 
’twixtyou  and  me, there  was  a beginning  of  Amours— when  there  was 
none  of  this  Jealoufy,  but  Vows,and  Oaths,  and  Tears,  and  languifh- 

ings,  and  all  that — I do  remember,  Sir,  there  wasfuch  a 

time. 

Beverly,  And  there  was  a time  too,  Madam,  when  your  Merci- 
nary  Vice  lay  in  your  Eyes,  and  not  in  your  Tongue,  which  per- 
haps pleas’d  me  better- a time  too,  when  you  had  Innocence, 

Charms,  and  Graces,  to  procure  the  Ianguifhings  fou  fpeakof:  and 
when  I could  have  flatter’d  my  felf  with  the  hopes  of  gathering 
that  pretious  flower,  which  you  Women  fay  you  lofe — but  never  any 
could  find,  that  ever  I heard  of— I remember  there  was  fuch  a time 
Madam. 

Matilda . And  might  have  been  fo  dill  had  not  my  too  eafie  na- 
ture abus’d  me  : oh  that  I had  the  power  of  being  inconflant , that 
I might  have  the  power  of  torturing  ye! 

I inter  Olivia  in  Mans  Cloaths , Maskf, 

Olivia,  Here  they  are — and  fure,  by  their  ftrange  carriage  to  ©ne 
another,  have  been  quarrelling  — Tie  Band  apart  and  obferve. 

Beverly.  Torturing  me ba— ha prethee  do  not  flatter 

thy  felf  with  things  impoflible,  for  my  part  I mull  confefs  my  felf 

a true  Plover I am  alwayes  for  the  pkarfure  of  Love i but, when 

it  comes  to  torturing,  I thank  heaven,  can  as  eafily  caff  it  off  as  a 
flioe  that  wrings  me  — — yet  I can  love  Women,  and,  to  your  know- 
ledge, heartily  > but,  if  they  expedt  Tears,  Heart-burnings,  and  fuch 
like  y Gad,  I mu  ft  beg  their  pardons,  ’tis  not  my  way. 

Matild.  Ah,  you  know  what  a fond  fool  you  have  to  deal  with 
— ungrateful  man. 

Olivia.  So,  this  fuites  well  with  my  defign,  and  now  good  luck, 
lying,  and  flattering  affift  me  heavens!  What  flrange  barbarity  is 
this  ? Can  any  many  be  (o  deftitute  of  Nature,  Reafon,  and  Huma- 
nity, to  draw  Tears  from  fo  in  con  parable  a Beauty  / Ah,  charming 

Creature, 


Creature,  too  pretious  for  mankind,  fince  us’d  fo  cruelly  / What  A- 
dorationcan attone  this  Crime?  Life  is  too  poor,  too  mean  a Sacri- 
fice. 

Bever.  How  now?  What  a Devil  have  we  here  ? a young  Maf- 
querade,  that  hopes  to  ingratiate  himfelf  by  taking  her  part  — Harkec 
Sir,  your  abfence  wiM  be  very  neceflary  > for  to  hay  and  proceed  fur- 
ther in  this  bufinefs,  will  perhaps  be  more  dangerous  then  you  ima- 
gine. 

Olivia . Dangerous Sir,  I love  danger — my  name’s  Dan- 

gerfeild O from  the  dangerous  minute  of  my  birth,  danger  has 

been  my  chief  Companion — you  (hall  alwayes  find  me  ready,  Sir, 

to  prove  that  danger  you  fpeak  of but  firft,  fair  Creature,  a 

word  with  you. 

Bever.  ’Sdeath,  this  is  the  moft  impudent  young  Rafcal  that  ever 
I met  with  Sir,  be  gone,  or  I (hall  be  provok’t  too 

Olivia.  Nay,  Sir,  be  Civil,  as  you’re  a Gentleman I’ll  fpeak 

but  a word  or  two  with  her,  and  then  am  wholly  at  your  Service : 
Madam,  though  my  hatred  to  this  Gentleman  makes  me  difguife  my 
felf  from  him,  ’tis  fit  you  fhould  fee  the  face  of  your  humble  Ado- 
rer. 

Wheedle . By  heaven  a fweet  Creature ! 

Olivia . Ah,  be  it»  ft  H’jJi  Creature,  to  let  my 

hearts  firft  oblatfon  be  its  Martyrdome  > Why  fhould  a Man,  incon- 
ftant  as  the  Wind,  that  lives  in  Heaven,  and  yet  not  knows  his  hap- 
pinefs , and  rather  flights  his  goddefs  then  adores  her,  be  owner  of 
fuch  Treafure  and  I want  it?  1 that  have  lov’d  ye  with  a heart  fo 
paflionate,  more  nobly  fixt,  more  conftant  and  more  kind  than  Love 
can  frame  in  ftrong  imagination  ? and , Is  there  no  return,  no  re- 
ward, no  anfwer  ? 

Wheedle.  There  is,  there  muft Oh  gods  liny  heart  yields  fafter 

then  he  has  time  to  ftorm  it. 

Olivia.  My  Fortune’s  I can  boaft  as  great  as  his.  and  my  defire  to 
ferve'ye  far  more  : befides,  in  ftead  of  his  bafe  impure  love,  l’ie 
greet  your  beauty  by  the  name  of  Husband  Pie  cure  your  mangled 
fame*,  So  well  I love  ye,  lie  Marry  ye. 

Wheedle.  Marry  me  ! Oh  happy  found and  ten- times  happier, 

coming  from  fo  fweet  a Mouth — Marry  me! Sir,  I’m  yours, and  will 
be  yours  for  ever  and  ever,  nothing  fhali  part  us  — Marry  me  ! not 
time,  nor  deftiny, nor  any  thing  my  dear  dear — but,  Will  you  mar- 
ry me  indeed  ? Oh  heaven  ! this  is  the  Joy  full  ft  minute  I e’re  knew*? 
Will  you  be  fure  to  marry  me  ? 

Olivia.  Moft  certainly  *,  there’s  my  hand  on’t. 

Wheedle . I affe&ionately  kifsit:  Some  Gold  and  Jewels  I have  of 
my  own  too,  and  they  (hall  all  be  thine,  dear  Creature — Oh 
heaven  !'  Shall  I be  marry’d  at  laft  l 


Beverly . A 
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Beverly . A very  fine  bufmefs  this : but , fure  I (hall  put  a flop  to 
the  proceeding,  I muft  not  lofe  her  fo  for  all  my  fooling.  Hark  ye. 
Sir,  i fuppofe  you  that  know  fo  well  how  to  get  a Miflrifs,  know  as 
well  how  to  defend  her  — come,  draw  Sir-  draw* 

Wbeadle.  You  fee  the  Advantage  you  have  of  me  by  my  (hort 
Sword,  and  therefore doubtlefs  fpeak  this  > but,  I conjure  ye,  if  ye 
ure  a Gentleman,  or  a Man  of  honor,  and  courage,  defer  the  matter  , 
and  let  a Duel  decide  it  too  morrow  morning. 

Beverly . No,  Sir,  delay  is  ever  a friend  to  Cowardize  , and  there- 
fore Fie  not  oblige  ye  with  it : but,  to  let  ye  fee  I am  a man  of  ho- 
nor and  courage- there's  my  Sword  for  ye now  give  me 

yours,  and  let  us  fight — —come,  come  you  trifle,  Sir,  your  Sword, 
your  Sword. 

Ohvia.  Hold,  Sir  — and  now  flan d — a little  further — damme, 
(land  off.  I fay,  Sir,  the  Antients  did  allow  pollicy  fometimes  to 
be  preferred  before  valour—  now,  I think  in  pollicy,  Yis  fit  I injoy 
this  Lady  before  I fight  for  her,  or  elfe  being  kill’d,  where’s  my  re- 
ward ? Therefore,  have  a little  patience, Sir,  too  morrow  you  (hall  find 
me  ready  in  this  Plain  Field,  near  the  Bowling-Green,  till  when  l 
ghre  you  leave  to  live,  and  meditate  : but,  this  Lady  mufl  along 
with  me. 

Bever . Oh  infamous  Cowardife  ! ’Sdeath,  Sir,  you  will  not  ferve 
me  fo? 

Olivia.  Even  fo,  by  this  good  hilt,  Sir.  Nay,  keep  your  difiance 
too,  or  I (hall  give  you  fuch  a mark,  Sir  — — (hall  make  you  wifli 

you  had  flood  farther  off,  Sir now  does  my  fingers  itch  to 

(wing  him  a little— 1’me  fure  I (hall  never  have  fuch  another  oppor- 
tunity. 

Bever.  Hell  and  Confufion — was  ever  man  thus  us’d — -Sir,  for 
(hame,  for  (hame  be  more  a Gentleman,  and  confider  your  reputati- 
on— ■ 

Olivia.  Come  not  nearer  Sir  Sa — fa — fa:  by  Heaven  I (hall 

tickle  ye  if  ye  do. 

Wbeadle . Ha,  ha ! I fwear  this  is  very  pretty. 

Bever . Is  there  no  remedy- How  now, Who  comes  here?  Beau- 

ford 'Sdeath,  this  is  worfl  of  all. 

Enter  Beauford. 

Beauf  Oh  Plague  of  Intriguing  , I fay — my  Bones  are  certainly 
all  broke,  methinks  I can  hear  ’um  rattle  as  I go  along— how  now  , 
Who’s  this  ?- — 

Olivia . Beauford , as  I live,  that  has  had  no  opportunity  of  going 
home  fince  his  Difgrace but  has  made  (hift  with  a ftrange  ha- 

bit. I’le  go  and  difeover  my  felf  to  him  *,  'twill  be  fome  part  of  a- 
mends  for  his  late  misfortune,  ( Goes  and  Wbifpers  him* 

Beauf.  And 
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Beauf  And.  Is  that  your  Husband  d ee  fay —Oh  how  I long  robe 
at  him.  Lend  me  your  Sword,  Madam , Lie  revenge  my  fclf  im- 
mediately. 

Olivia.  No  : Tie  have  no  fighting 1 have  given  the  poor 

Fellow  his  life — therefore  mult  proteft  him  — but,  Sir,  Is  there  no 
way  to  revenge  your  felf  but  by  the  Sword  ? methinks  there  fhould 
here's  his  Miftrifs  who  n I have  alfo  conquer’d fure  me- 

thinks there  fhould  be  a better  way  Sir,  then  fighting. 

Beauf,  Madam,  I humbly  thank  you  (or  refrelbing  my  memory  — 

for,  I vow  to  gad  I had  clearly  forgot  the  other  wav hah — -his 

Wife  and  Miftrifs  both  in  my  power faith,  here’s  occafion  for  re- 
venge enough,  that’s  the  truth  on’t Sir,  you  have  the  good  fortune 

to  fcape  me  now,  and,  I think,  have  fome  reafon  to  be  glad  on  t *,  I 
had  feconded  your  Blanket  entertainment  elfe  I allure  ye  but 
there’s  other  matters  in  hand  now  —this  Gentleman,  this  Lady,  and 
I,  have  fome  private  bufinefs  together,  Sir, and  fo  farewell  t’ee — — 

Olivia  Ha,  ha,  ha— how  he  looks this  happens  as  I could 

wifh— and  now  dear  Wit  I thank  thee.  (E xeunt. 

Bever.  Shame  and  Anger  ties  my  tongue  up  • but,  I’le  not  deep  till 
I am  reveng’d  , though  the  performance  hazard  my  life  and  for- 
tunes. (Exit, 


Enter  Lady  Beardly  , and  Tifick  fitting  fmoakjng. 


TificJ{.  And  is  too  morrow  the  day good  Madam. 

L.  Beardly.  Alafs,  I am  afraid  fo,  Sir  l ubberly  has  no  patience 

I know  he  will  never  leave  tempting  me  till  the  bufinefs  is  done  : 
and  I fwear  I tremble  as  much  as  I did  at  Fifteen,  when  I was  fir  ft 
Married,  I vow  I do. 

Tifick^  Truly  I think  your  Ladifhip  perhaps  has  fome  Caufe  > for, in 
my  opinion  the  Gentleman  is  too  young  for  ye. 

L.  Beard.  Too  young  for  me,  in  troth  no not  an  hour  too 

young  : marry,  would  he  were  younger,  I could  bear  with  him  I war- 
rant ye — there  are  two  things  alwayes  further  thefe  Marriages- — ■ 
( Youth  and  Money  ) for,  if  they  were  not  young,  we  would  not 
Marry  them  — and  under  the  Rofe,  'lifick#  an  we  were  not  Wealthy 
I’me  fure  they  would  not  Marry  us  — how  now,  Whofe  there  ? 


Enter  Boy. 

Bey.  Madam,  Sir  Lubberly  is  come  to  wait  on  ve. 

L.  Beard.  Od’s  my  life — here  had  like  to  have  been  a furprize 

• breaks  the  Pipe . 

Tifick fome  Musk  quickly  to  fweeten  my  breath--*  and  reach  me  hi- 
ther my  Box  of  Writings  — So,  fo  > I Vow  I was  terribly  afraid  he 

H fhould 
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fhould  have  found  me  fmoaking  Tobacco— hum- — ^—500  /.  due  on 
this  Bond  at  Michaelmas . 

E/*ffr  Sir  Lubberly  Singing . 

F<?r  a Bonny  Widow  will  Wed , 

Muji  Ran facl \ her  Coffers,  and  creep  to  her  Bed. 

How  does  my  dear  Lady  and  Wife  that  mud:  be — what,  perufing— 
well,  I have  been  with  Sir  Timothy  Ticklecaufe , and  the  Settlements 
are  almoft  drawn  i the  happy  hour  is  approaching,  ’tis  coining  , 
Rogue,  ’tis  coming. 

L.  Beard.  Your  Servant,  dear  Sir  Lubberly , I proteft  ye  make  me 
blufh. 

Sir  Lub,  Thofe  blufhes  influence  the  heavens,  and  give  a radiant 
tinfture  to  the  Morning  * Madam,  you  are  the  very  Cintnia  of  per- 
fection. 

L.  Beard.  And  you  the  Phebus  of  Wit  and  Gallantry. 

Sir  Lub.  Madam,  your  Perfon  is  Natures  EfTence  Bottle , and 

your  mind  the  Mirror  of  Virtue  and  Difcretion but  now  we 

are  talking  of  Effences  — hugh methinks  here  is  a feurvy  fmeli 

of  Tobaccoe. 

L.  Beard.  Oh  faugh— -do  not  fpeak  of  it,  Sir' — — 

( Get  ye  gone  baggage  ) \_afide. 

Oh,  if  I fmeli  Tobaccoe  I fwound  immediately (Exit  Tifick. 

hugh — Sure  you  miftake.  Sir  Lubberly— 1 fmeli  none— 

Sir  Lubber.  Hah— gad  I’me  furel  think  I fmeli  it- but,  no 

matter,  now  to  our  bufinefs : Shall  too  morrow  be  the  day  ? Shall 

1 be  happy 

L.  Beard.  Alafs,  Sir,  I mu  ft  needs  (how  the  Widows  failing,  I 
have  not  power  to  deny  ye  any  longer. 

Sir  Lubber.  Haft  not  ? and,  Shall  I pcflfefs  all and,  above  all 

thy  excellent  Perfon — without  controul  at  Board,  Bed,  and  fo  forth, 
ha.— 

L.  Beard.  Ay,  what  youpleafe,  Sir alafs,  I’me  a poor  weak 

Creature  y but,  I know,  you’le  be  as  kind  as  you  can,  Sir. 

Sir  Lubber.  Kind  'the  Fat  Frier  to  the  Black-brow’d  Nun 

flhall  not  be  kinder — we’l-e  never  quarrel nor  throw  Tongs  and 

Candlefticks  at  one  another,  as  the  Cuftome  is,  but  live  and  Coo  to- 
gether like  two  Turtles. 

L.  Beard,  So  we  will  in  troth1 and,  for  my  part,  I’le  never 

fcold. 

Sir  Lubber.  And  Lie  never  be  Drunk unlefs  it  be  with  thee, 

snd  then  you  know  it  will  be  Convenient, 


L.  Beard.  I 
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L.  Beard . It  may  fo,  it  may  indeed  : but,  there’s  one  thing  more 
my  Dear,  that  I muflbegof  thee.  Do  not  keep  a Whore  ^ do  not 

faile  that  way.  Let  me  be  fufficient* ■ — - — Alafs  I know  I 

fhall  be  loath  to  (pare  thee.  Therefore  keep  no  Whore  I befcech 
thee. 

Sir  Lub.  Well,  I won’t,  I won’t:  come,  l ie  refill  temptation  for 

once I’le  try  what  I can  do -and  yet  gad  a Whore  would 

be  very  ncceflary but,  for  thy  fake  I’le  flrive  againft  the  grain- 

come,  I will  keep  no  Whore — I will  oblige  thee.  Thou  (halt  ferve 
turn. 

L.  Beard.  Why,bleffing  on  thy  heart  ! and,  when  I faile  in  my 
affedlion,  I’le  give  you  leave  to  ramble  : why  never  was  tuch  a Couple 

as  we  fhall  be wee’l  nothing  all  day  but  talk,  and  chat  , and 

look  upon  one  another. 

Sir  Lub . Ay, and  fit  together  in  two-lin’d  Elbow  Chairesby  the  fire 

fide:~and  at  night  tell  old  fiories then  drink  a dofe  of  Mirabili s9 

goto  bed,  and  fnore  heartily , and  never  rife  till  Twelve  the  next 
day. 

L . Beard.  No,  not  till  three,  if  you  think  fit  *>  in  troth  I am  tran- 
fported  tfrangely- — I did  not  think  I fhould  ever  have  feen  fuch  hap- 
py dayes  agen  — I vow  ’tis  very  comfortable then,  Sir,  wee’l  lire 

fo  merrily  — 

Sir  Lub.  And  fing  perpetually. 

L.  Beard.  And  kifs  everlaftingly Shall  we  not  Sir  ? 

Sir  Lub.  Ay,  ay — kifs why  wee’l  do  nothing  elfe  the  firft 

Moneth.  Come  hither  to  me,  come  hither  to  me  my  dear  old  Queen 
and  let  us  incorporate. 

L.  Beard . Ah  dear  Sir!  well,  I protefl  my  heart’s  at  my  Mouth. 

Sir  Lub.  Come  away  then  to  Church  immediately firft 

fay  grace,  and  then  fall  too. 

And  let  all  judge  whil’ft  thus  we  are  entwin’d. 

If  ever  pair  were  fitter  to  be  joyn’d.  (Exeunt. 


Ha  ACT. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  Palace-Gardens 

Enter  Olivia  and  Wheedle. 

Whes  l||r"™s,^Rethee  my  dear,  defer  my  blifs  no  longer,  oh  how 
I long  for  the  happy  minute  that  is  to  compleat 
my  joys  ! methinks  each  hour  is  a day,  and 
each  day  a thoufand  ages,  I vow  I’m  afraid  you 
begin  to  repent  your  promife. 

-Olivia.  Never  fear  it,  and  fince  you  are  refolv’d  to  venture,  goe 
and  fetch  me  the  key  of  the  Cabinet,  where  your  Jewels  are,  as  you 
promis'd  me,  and  then  command  me  what  you  pleafe. 

Wheedle . Tidy  fwifter  than  Thought,  and  am  glad  any  price  can 
purchafe  thee.  Exit. 

Olhi a.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! alas  poor  filly  creature,  if  thou  didft  but  know 
what  an  infufficient what  afignofa  Husband  thou  wert  fo  ea- 

ger of,  thou  wouldit  think  the  purchafe  dear  at  the  rate  of  a gilt 
(hilling.  Sure  never  was  creature  fo  fond,  {he  haunts  me  where 
ever  I goe,  fmiles  when  I fmil’d,  and  is  fure  to  be  melancholly  when 
I am  fo,  and  then  is  eternally  vowing  perpetual  Love  and  Conftancy. 
Nay,  and  what  feeds  my  revenge  high  , and  pleafes  rr.e  moft  of  all, 
is,  (he  is  now  going  to  deliver  me  up  all  her  Jewels — thofe  very 
Jewels  which  my  Husband  has  given  her,  as  the  price  of  his  impure 
Love  i and  this  is  fo  full  fatisfa&ion,  that  my  wifhes  are  all  bounded  — 
here  comes  Bsauford too,  whom  I mufi  confefs  I have  us’d  but  fcurvi- 
ly,  in  fo  long  delaying  the  reward  due  to  his  pailion,  but  ’tis  his  mis- 
fortune, for  the  only  Satisfaction  he  defires,  is  the  only  thing  I dare 
not  grant  him.  Well  Sir,  what  now  i 

Enter  Beauford. 

Beaaf.  Madam,  I have  waited  fo  long  for  the  happy  minute,  and 
have  had  fo  little  fatisfaflion  on  your  part,  that  ’gad  I can  forbear 
no  longer— what  though  Love  did  not  induce  you  to  recompence  j 
methinks,  in  confcience  you  might  a little  confider  myneceility. 

Ol iv.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !.  well,  I fay  Sir,  how  poor  are  they  that  have  no 
patience.  , 

Beanf.  Ay  gad,  I fay,  how.  poor  are  they  that  have  all  patience,  and 
no  reward  for’t. 

Oliv.  Reward — fyeSir,  come  do  not  give  me  caufe  to  think  ye 
Yacicary,  do  all  things  free  and  generoufly  j when  fervice  comes  to 

be 
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be  paid  once,  where  lies  the  obligation  ? 

Beauf  And  when  Love  Madam — like  hoarded  mettle,  lies  tuft- 
ing, and  is  almoft  fpoil’d  for  want  of  ufe,  where  lies  the  plcafure 
or  profit  ? 

Oliv.  Bring  but  your  recomp, ence  within  the  lift  of  Honor,  Reafon, 
and  Virtue,  and  there’s  my  hand,  PH  be  more  free  than  your  wifhes 
in  the  performance. 

Beauf.  Ah  dearRogiie* on  this  white  AJtarl  could  eternally 

pay  my  hearts  oblations  — but  a word  more  of  Virtue  and  Reafon, 
and  I fvvound,  my  Teeth  chatter  already  i 'gad’tislike  fwallowing 
an  Iibcle  juft  after  a man  has  drunk  a comfortable  Elixir  to  warm 
him.  But  Madam,  in  ftridf  fenfe,  what  greater  reafon  is  there, 
than  in  charitably  faving  a poor  young  hopefuf  fellow  from  thegrave: 
or  what’s  more  like  a Woman  of  Honor,  than  to  be  punctual  in  keep* 
ing  her  word? 

Oliv . Guckodlding  ones  Husband  is  a glorious  point  of  Honor,  l 
mu  ft  needs  fay. 

Beattf.  And  fo  it  is,  and  neceffary  tbojis  your'^ft/ftands  i ktme  tell  ' 
you  that  Madam,  virtue  has  nothing  to  do  here,  you  are  to  follow- 
the  didfates  of  Love  and  Revenge,  without  the  confideration  of  what 

is  right  or  wrong. ‘As  in  a D’el  no  man  of  Honor  or  Courage 

invited  tobe  Second,  ftays  to  debate  whofe  Caufe  is  beft,  but  boldly 
pufhes  on  at  all  adventures— *-and  makes  his  friends  Life  and  Honor 
equal  with  his  own  5 hethat  coldly  Hands  in  niceties  or  pundtibo’s,  is- 
a Craven  and  no  Cock  of  the  Game,  I’ll  anfwer  for  him* 

Oliv . Well  then,  fince  ’tis  decreed,  and  that  I am  to  pay  fo  dear*? 
Iy  for  your  forvice,  Tm  refolv’d  to  have  my  penny  worth  out  of  ye, 
therefore  liften  to  my  Commands,  which  obey'd  and  perform’d, 
perhaps  I may  come  to  terms* 

Beauf Oh  very  well. 

Oliv.  My  Husbands  Miftrifs  is  fo  pafiTonatefy  in  love  with  me,  that 
(he  has  difeover’d  all  her  fecrets,  and  is  now  gone  to  fetch  the  key 
of  her  Jewels,  that  lye  in1  a Cabinet  at  her  old  Lodgings,  and  youraf- 
fiftance  T(ha!i  want  in  the  conveying  them  hither^  I had*  defign’d 
you  fhould. have  (hare  with"  me,  but: • i?nc£-m^;  LOve]is  the  only* 
Reward  you  expeft,  that  other  profit'  mtift  be  <v  holly  mine. 

Beauf/  Hal  Jewels ! gad  fuch  helps  would  be  very  neceftbry,  as 

my  condition  ftands,  her  love  may  be  won  at  more  leifure— nay- 

Madam,  if  ycuare  refoly’d  to  keepyour  vow,  Icannot  be’ fo  barba- 
rous- to  

Oin.  To  infringe  it,  lam  not  wi’ling hah — 

Beauf. No,  rtot  for  the- world"  iv  a d am  — — bu f t h efo  Je  wei’$ '-'bow 
are  they  to  be  purchafed?  for  you  know  ’tis  not  re<pnftte  for  me  to- 
goe  thither  my  felt 

Oliv.  I have  confider’d  it,  therefore  your  beft  way  wiH  be  to.  fee ki 
out  my  old  Servant,  hethat  I font  to  you  in  the.  Walks,  hc.Vanho- 

ntif 
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ncfl  fellow,  and  I’m  fure  will  be  very  careful  in  the  performance  * 
ftay  you  here,  and  I’ll  fend  her  to  ye  with  the  key,  this  perform’d 
my  revenge  is  compleat  and  111  inftantly  write  a challenge  to  my 
Husband  to  meet  me  this  evening  at  my  Lady  Beardly's : perhaps 
now  he  finds  his  error,  he  may  reform,  if  not,  the  Wit  and  Ho- 
nor of  the  enterprize  rewards  me,  and  fo  farewell  to  Love  and  Ma- 
trimony. Exit. 

Beauf  Hah!  Jewels!  gad  this  happens  well,  for  my  late  extrava- 
gant expences.  have  put  me  damnably  out  of  Cafti- — and  this  fea- 
ibnable  recruit,  juft  in  this  juncture,  proves  very  happy— well,  I fee 
I have  fome  propitious  Stars,  though  they  are  commonly  clouded* 

Enter.  Brain  worm,  a Letter, 

How  now  flrrah,  What’s  the  news  ? 

Bramw.  News,  fo,  he  has  found  it  out  already,  fure  there  is  fome- 
thing  very  like  a Pimp  in  my  Phifiognomy,  for  I never  went  about 
a bawdy  bufinefs  in  my  life,  but  if  my  tongue  did  not  difcover  it, 

my  looks  did,  and  that’s  all  one would  I had  burnt  this  Letter, 

for  ten  to  one  but  my  bones  muft  pay  poftage  for  it,  the  contents 
are  douhtlefs  Harbengcrs  to  another  beating. 

Beauf.  Sirrah,  no  more  grumbling,  but  let  me  know  the  bufinefs, 
how  npw,  What’s  that,  a Letter  you  have  in  your  hand  there?  come 
let’s  fee’t,  let’s  fee't. 

Brainw.  A pox  o’  your  Eagles  eyes. 

Enter  Beverley  difguifd. 

r •'  < * > 

Bever,  Revenge,  as  it  is  the  folace  of  wrong’d  fpirits,  fo  ’tis  a be- 
nefit deftgn’d  by  Heaven,  to  fliew  the  difference  between  the  brave 
and  coward:  "tis  the  Cordial  drop  that  fweetens  the  injuries  we 
have  receiv’d,  and  gives  us  courage  to  repay  ’em  \ if  I fhould  now 
rafhly  fight  with  Beauford  about  this,  fhe  would  then  be  forwarn’d, 
and  I fhould  fruftrate  my  deftgne  upon  her— no,  I II  fir  ft  purfue 
the  effed  of  thisdifguife,  I (hall  have  Duelling  hours  enough  here- 
after  -hah,  and  as  good  fortune  happily  orders  it,  yonder  he  is — - 

now  Cunning,  Malice — Mans  beft  Wit,  and  Womans  damn’d  Hypo- 
crifie,  I implore  your  aififtance. 

Beauf  Ay,  here’s  your  excufe,  here’s  your  melting  exprefiions  ; 
what  fhe  did  then  firrah,  was  upon  compulfion,  and  againft  her  Will 
poor  foul. 

Brainw . Compulfion,  ay  that's  a fine  fham  indeed  \ 'twasa  pret- 
ty entertainment  faith,  to  cudgel  our  bones  out  of  Joynt,  and  then 
fend  word  (he  did  it  upon  compulfion,  compulfion  in  the  Devils 
name. 

Bever . What ! my  dear,  noble,  and  molt  accomplifh’d  fpark  of 

fortune 
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fortune,  is  it  you  > i’faithlam  o’er -joy’d  to  fee  ye,  gad  Iwasafraid 
I fhould  never  have  been  fb  happy  again. 

Beauf,  Hah,  my  good  and  trufly  old  friend,  Ictmc  embrace  thee. 

Bever , Ah  deer  Sir! 

Beauf.  Why  this  is  an  exccfs  of  fortune,  too  happy  for  my  hopes 

for  I was  juft  now  fending  my  man  all  o’er  the  Town  to  feekthee. 

Bever . Why,  what  blelfed  chance  had  I to  come  fo  opportunely  f 
Well  Sir,  and  how  came  ye  off  with  yopr  laft  bufinefs  ? faith  I heard 
the  ill-natur'd  cuckold  us’d  ye  very  ill. 

Beauf . Ah  moft  damnably,  o’ons  I was  beaten  plaguily,  and  then 
toft  in  a Blanket. 

Bever . A Blanket ! why  what  an  unnatural  chance  was  that  ? ’sdeath 
is  it  polfible  thatfo  witty,  fo  amorous,  and  fo  politick  a man  as  you, 
fhould  have  fuch  damn’d  Foot-boys  luck  to  be  toft  in  a Blanket?  as  I 
live  ’tvvas  intollerable. 

Beauf  ’Twas  fo — but  I thank  fortune  I have  now  the  power  of 
revenging  my  felf  fufEciently,  for  1 have  at  this  time  both  his  Wife, 
and  Miftrifs  in  my  cuftody,bcfides  a third  benefit,  which  out- weighs 
all}  which  thou  (halt  know  prefcntly. 

Bever . How,  his  Wife  too  fay  ye  Sir  ? oh  Devil ! 

Beauf  His  Wife,  rogue,  his  Wife,  and  fhe  is  in  fo  quaint  a dif- 
guife,  that  igad  I defiehimto  find  her  out,  if  he  has  only  inftinft  to 
make  his  difcovery. 

Bev.  Death  and  Damnation*  — I (hall  ne’r  have  patience,  (afide. 
Why  this  Sir,  compleats  your  happinefs,  and  I doubt  not  but  you 
have  made  ufe  of  your  time — Well,  was  fhe  pliant — -is  the  bufi- 
nefs done hah 

Beauf  No  faith,  to  eonfefs  the  truth  to  thee,  I have  been  a lit'tle 

tardy  in  that  bufinefs and  fhe  has  hitherto  always  put  me  off- — 

but  then  it  has  been  with  fo  many  fmiles,  and  with  fuch  a foft  lan- 
guifhing  Air,  that  my  hopes  are  as  great  as  ever,  befides,  3tis  now 
bounded  with  an  affair  I am  to  do  for  her:  ha, ha  ! firrah,  there  are 
Jewels  in  the  cafe,  Jewels  which  Beverly’s  Miftrifs  has  given  her,  in 
which  Tm  to  fhare,  I thank  him  for  being  fo  bountiful. 

Bever,  Jewels  too,  Sir now  fortune  beconftant. 

Beauf  Jewels,  and  of  Confiderable  value,  all  that  that  Coxcomb 
was  fo  long  troubling  himfelf  to  beftow  upon  her,  are  ours  in  an  in- 
ftant  > fhe’lc  prefently  be  here  her  felf  with  the  Key  of  the  Cabinet, 
ha,  ha,  ha  ! Oh  my  gall  will  break  with  excefs  of  Contentment. 

Bever,  A very  quaint  bufinefs,  I vow  to  gad,  Sir,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Beauf  Now , as  good  luck  would  have  it  ( whom  I will  never 
blame  again,  I am  refolv’d  on’t  ) thou  art  come  exactly  at  the  time 
to  be  Meffenger,for  'twas  Olivia’s  defire  that  ypu  fhould  be  found  out, 
as  the  perfon  amongft  all  her.  Creatures  moft  fit  tp  be  trufted  in  fo 
weighty  a bufinefs. 

Bever,  Ah  (he’s  a good  Lady,  heaven  blefs  her : O Propitious  \ 
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firm/.  For  \0u  may  go  unfufpc&ed  to  her  lodging,  and  bring  all 
off  clearly*  but  I dare  not,  for  fear  of  being  difeover’d  * for  I hear 
that  Jealous  Coxcomb  watches  for  me,  as  I think  he  has  reafon,ti’ah, 
Has-  he  not? 

Bc.e  . Hi,  ha:  ay  Sir  - but  Tic  warrant  we’le  be  cunning  enough. 
Enter  Matilda  with  a Key. 

Sei uf.  Oh  here  (lie  comes  her  felf  with  the  Key— Madaq^this 

is  the  honed  Fellow  the  Gentleman  order’d  to  fetch  the  Jewels. 

Wheedle.  Well,  here’s  the  Key,  and  pray  Friend  be  careful,  for,  I 
allure  ye  they  are  of  value.  (Beauford  gives  the  Key  to  Beverly, 

Sever.  I warrant  ye,  Madam  *,  but,  ’twould  be  more  eafily  per- 
form’d, if  you  could  go  a little  way  and  (how  me  the  houfe  , for,  to 
ask  queftions,  will  not  be  neceffary  *,  do  but  that.  Madam,  and  for 
the  reft  let  me  alone. 

Wheedle . That  I will  with  all  my  heart  > t*his  Maske  will  difguife 
me  a little. 

Sever.  Nay,  Sir,  I would  not  have  you  go,  for  if  you  are  feen 
all’s  difeover’d. 

Wheedle.  He  fayes  true,  day  you  here,  Sir  } come.  Friend,  and  be 
lure  be  careful. 

Sever.  Never  fear,  Madam I’le  fecure  the  Jewels,  and  you 

too  with  a vengeance.  ( Exeunt . 

Be&uf.  So,  fo,  this  will  be  feme  recompenfe  however,  for  the  ill 
fortune  l have  had  formerly  ^ I fee  now  the  Devil  has  a principle  of 
Civility  in  him,  and  will  not  too  much  difoblige  a perfon  that  de- 

ferves  better  at  his  hand let  me  fee,  What  lhall  1 do  with  thefe 

Jewels,  hah  / gad,  Pie  convert  ’urn  inftantly  into  Money, all  Gold  i 
fine  yellow  Rogues,  and  then  will  fo  Chine  and  Chink  e’m  in  Bever- 
ly's Eares,  I’le  make  him  mad,  ha,  ha,  ha!  Sirrah,  you  (hall  have  a 
new  Livery  top,  and  Money  in  your  Pocket,  Rogue*,  you  can  pro- 
vide your  felf  a Whore,  I think,  can’t  ye/ 

Brar/nv.  A whore,  ay,  I’m  a fine  fellow  for  a whore  indeed  s alas 
Sir  all  natural  motions  were  cudgell’d  out  of  me  a great  while  agoe, 

I ran  hardly  remember  what  makes  th-e  diftinftien  between  the  Sexes 
a whore  quotha,  alas  — my  capacity  has  not  extended  that  way  a 
long  time. 

Beauf.  Ha, ha, ha  \ and  then  well  row  and  revel  like  Emperors*, 
oh  Madam,  the  bufinefs  is  done,  I have  been  diligent  you  fee. 

Enter  Olivia  haftily. 

Oliv.  Diligent  ! the  Devil,  what,  and  let  Wheedle  be  carried  away 
fo  tamely  by  heaven  ’tis  downright  cowardize. 

Beauf.  Carried  away,  ha,  haJ  that’s  a pretty  jeft  indeed,  why  ’tis 

your 
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your  man  Madam,  the  honeft  fellow  you  bid  me  dilcoverrhe  bufincfs 
to  \ (he’s  gone  but  a little  way  to  (how  him  the  houfe,  (lie’ll  be  here 
again  prefently. 

Oliv.  Oh  intolerable  blindcfs  and  (lupidity  ! this  honed  fellow  you 
fpeak  of  was  my  Husband  in  difguife  I faw  him  pull  his  falfe  Beard 
off,  and  met  her  dragging  her  along:  Oh  I could  curfe ! 

Beauf. Her  Husband  IConfufion, I have  made  a fine  piece  of  Work  on’t. 

Brainw.  So  there’s  my  new  Livery  gone  again. 

Oliv . Come,  pray  Sir  give  me  the  Key  of  the  Jewels,  ten  to  one 

but  your  ill  luck  will  make  you  lofe  that  too if  I truft  ye  any 

longer — come,  delive%I’ll  do  the  bufinefsnow  my  felf:  the  Key,  the 
Key. 

Beauf.  So,  I’me  a very  pretty  Fellow,  ’Faith.  (Stands  trembling. 

Olivia . Ad’fdeath,  What  a fneaking  look  is  there  ? you  look  as 

if  you  were  Arraigned  for  a Rape , and  were  now  going  to  plead  to 

the  Indi&ment come,  Where  is  it  / What  a fumbling  you 

keep What,  can’t  you  find  it  > 

Beauf.  Fumbling,  Madam,  I don’t  fumble,  not  I 1 am  look- 
ing, I don’t  fumble,  not  1,  Madam would  I were  in  a Sea 

Fight! 

Olivia.  What,  not  yet? — • Oh,  my  prophetick  fear—  there  muft 

be  fomething  in  this What’s  the  matter  / fpeak —Speak, 

thou  vile  Creature  1 Where  is’t?  Still  that  leering  Dog* look a 

hundred  to  one  but  you’ve  midook,  and  given  that  to  my  Husband 
too.  * 

Beauf  \ I vow  to  gad  and  fo  I have  Madam. 

I Olivia.  Ah  que  fui  Malhereux!  Tp  a 

Beauf.  Ah  Mort  dieu  Jernie  bougra.  L ° ? 

Olivia.  This  is  the  molt  unlucky  could  pofiibly  have  happen’d  \ all 
that  my  Wit  has  been  fo  long  tolling  for,  loft  and  ruin’d  in  a mo- 
ment: I warrant  ye  told  him  too  that  I was  here  with  ye  in  difguife. 

Beauf  Yes,  ’Faith,  I told  him  that  too. 

Olivia . Monfirous Why  this  is  meer  infatuation— — you  are 

the  mod  unhappy  perfon  that  ever  was. 

Beauf.  The  unlucky ’ft  Dog  that  ever  breath’d  ..as  I hope  to  be  fav’d. 

Olivia . Well,  1 have  this  Confolation  however , it  frees  me  from 
your  importunate  Adrelfcs?  you  cannot  fare  have  the  impudence  to 
perfift  after  having  fail’d  the  performance  of  foneceffary  an  Xnjudhion. 

Beauf.  Faith,  Madam,  my  impudence,  like  my  ill  fortune,  will  ne- 
ver leave  me,  till  it  has  undone  me.  I am  a very  Spaniel,  in  Love  , 
Madam  } the  more  my  ill  ufage,  the  greater  my  pailion. 

Olivia.  Then,  to  thy  terror  be  it  fpoken  > know  ( oh  moft  unfor- 
tunate perfon  ) that  I have  fool’d  thee  all  this  while,  made  thee  a 
down-right  property,  and  am  a very  Mifer  in  affedhion.  In  fine. 

Sir,  by  the  way  of  Advice,  let  me  tell  ye -you  do  but  fwim  againifc 

tbe  (tream,  and  vainly  dafh  againd  the  rock  of  my  Condancy  j there- 

I fore 
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fore  dcfift  in  time,  do*,  Marry,  grow  vertuous  , and  loye  ho- 

neftly  i 

Loo\gravelyi  fay  your  prayers,  thinh^  on  Hell , 

Tour  III  luc Incomes  by  W hearing,  fo  fareivell 

(Exit. 

Beanf.  Very  good  — I have  been  a Stock-  fifh  to*  a fine  purpofe 

"'jFaith— think  of  Hell  in  the  Devil’s  name  *,  and  gad  I will  think 

fo  much  on’t,  that  I will  keep  my  felf  from  thence,  if  poflible,  deaft  I 
(hould  happen  into  thy.  damn’d  company  aga*u  And  now  my  eyes 
are  open  too , ’igad  I begin  to  find  that  I am  but  a kind  of  a Cox- 
comb. 

Brainw.  Qh  d’ee  begin  to  find  it ’faith  you  might  have  found 

it  before  now,t)ne  would  have  thought,  *thas  been  vifible  enough. 

Beauf.  I have  now  no  Miftrifs,  and,  faith,  little  or  no  money  > two 
neceflities  excellently  well  match’d  *,  for  a Man  that  has  a Miftrifs 
in  this  Age,  and  no  Money  to  give  her, is  like  one  that  fets  a Lawyer 
to  Plead  without  his  Fee,  whatever  happens,  his  bufinefs  is  fure  to 
be  neglected  — I have  one  flake  left  however — this  Ring  here — 
which,  as  it  luckily  came  tome,  fhall  now  as  luckily  relieve  me  — 
Sirrah,  go  you  to  yonder  fliop,  and  bid  the  Goldfmith  come  hither 
to  me. 

Brain . Ay,  ay,  come,  let  the  moveable  vanilh,  that  we  may  drink 
a Bottle,  and  put  our  felves  in  heart  again.  (Exit. 

Beanf.  This  will  make  a little  blaze  , and , let  the  worft  happen 
’tis  but  pradtifing  Reformation  at  laft,  and  wheedle  my  old  Aunt 
into  a belief  of  my  Converfion,  and  then  all’s  well  again. 

Enter  Brainworm,  Goldfmith,  and  Officers. 

Oh  here’s  the  Goldfmith. 

Goldfmith.  To  buy  a Ring,  fay’fl  thou in  troth  it  could  not 

have  happen’d  in  a worfe  time : For,  I have  juft  hir’d  thefe  Officers 
to  arreft  a perfon,  that  has  lately  put  a Cheat  upon  me  i bur,  come, 
I will  have  a little  patience  to  do  your  Mafter  a kindnefs. 

Brainw.  Come,  Sir,  you  muft  difpatch  the  bufinefs  quickly,  becaufe 
he  fays,  he’s  in  hafte. 

Beauf  Here,  Friend,  this  is  the  Ring good  Stones,  I allure 

ye,  and  of  true  vallue. 

Goldfmith , Ay,  like  enough,  Sir by  Coxbodikins,  the  very 

felf- fame  Ring  i was  cheated  of,  and  which  I made  for  Mr-  Beau- 
ford  , this  was  happy  fortune  Ifack  b now  7?  mot  by  Toucbpone , (how 
rhy  felf  to  be  a Ciftizen  of  Wit  and  Polficy,and  cramp  this  Gallant* 
And  pray  how  long  have  you  had  this  Ring,  Sir? 

Beauf.  How  long  have  I had  it,  Sir? 


Goldfmith,  Ay, 
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Goldfmith . Ayi  How  long  have  you  had  it,  Sir  ? and,  How  came 
you  by  it,  Sir  ? — Look’ee,  Sir,  I am  a Magiftrate,  and,  with  your 
leave,  may  ask  thefe  Queftions : I fay,  How  came  you  by  it,  Sir 

( Shows  a pockgt-Staffc. 

Brainrv.  A Con  (table  ! Oh  gads  bud  I (hall  be  hang’d. 

Beauf.  Came  by  it,  Sir  ? why,  Sir,  my  Grandmother  left  it  me  for 
a Legacy^  Sir,  it  has  been  worn  by  our  Family  this  500  year;  what 
a Devil  d’ee  think  I don’t  know  how  I came  by  it,  Sir/* 

Rrainw.  O damn’d  lye,  damn’d  lye! 

Goldfmith.  Very  well,  Sir  ^ the  King  has  a pretious  Subje&of  you, 
that  he  has  in  troth,  that  can  Cheat  his  Leige  People,  and  carry  it  off 
with  (uch  confidence  -? — Officers,  I charge  you  in  the  Kings  Name 
to  Seife  him this  Ring  is  mine,  he  cheated  my  Man  of  it,  there- 

fore look  to  him.- 

Beauf.  So,  a rare  bufinefs  again.  ( flaying  rvitbhis  Hat . 

Goldfmith.  What  hoa there — Peter come,  Sir,  we  (hall 

publifh  what  you  are. 

Brainw.  Oh  what  (hall  I doe.? — now  will  this  plaguy  Watch  rife 
up  in  Judgment  againft  me  too — Is  there  no  way  to  hide  it  ? No  con- 
trivance ? — Oh  that  fellows  face  frights  me  worfe  then  a Furys.  Oh 
what  (hall  I doe  ? (Ties  the  IV atch  in  bis  Hat , and  puts  it  on. 


Enter  Peter. 

Goldfmith . Come  ye  hither,  Sirrah  *,  d’ee  know  thefe  perfons  ? 

Peter.  Know  ’em,  ay,  as  well  as  I know  my  Dame  at  home,  Sir  ? 
this  is  he  that  had  the  Ring  — and  this  other  here  Cheated  me  of  the 
Watch  i I’le  fearch,  I’le  warrant  he  has  it  about  him. 

Brainv?.  Search  what  pleafeth  thee  > but,  do  not  Scandalize  the  In- 
nocent O Man  !' 

Peter • O Man What  a dickins  are  you  turn’d  Quaker  o’th 

fudden,  and  have  the  confidence  to  wear  your  Hat  before  Mr.  Con- 
(table  ? Come,  come,  (trike  fail,  Will  ye  Friend  ? 

Brainrv  Look  thee  Friend  ^ do  not  involve  thy  fclf  in  mifehief,  I 
profefs  my  fclf  to  be  no  refpedler  of  perfons  - nor  will  I vaile  my 
Bonnet. to  anyone,  no  not  to  the  King profectc. 

Goldfmith.  lie  try  that  Sirrah,  preferitly.  (Strides  off  his  Hat. 
Oh  here's  the  reafon,  pray  obferve  my  Mailers,  he  has  ty’d  it  in’s 
Hat,  a cunning  Rogue  for  ye  j come,  away  withVm  > Are  you  fogood 
at  tricks  ? I’le  trick  ye. 

Beauf.  This  was  your  Project,  Rogue  i this  was  your  Project. 

Brain . A pox  o'  your  Projects : Oh,  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

G (ildfm tib.  Come ,come  *,  a w a y w i t h ’em. 

Beauf.  This  damn’d  City  Rafcal  has  no  Mercy  — and  I fee  I muft 
fend  to  my  old  Aunt  for  her  a (fi  ft  a nee — come,  Whether  would  you 
have  us  you  Polecats?  x 
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Officer.  Oh 


Officer.  Oh  we’le  (how  yeprefently— we’le  (how  ye.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Lidia. 

Lidia.  And  is  it  all  difcover'd  ? 

Olivia.  All,  I fwear : and  onelyby  his  damnable  misfortune,  in  mif~ 
taking  my  Husband  for  my  old  MelTenger. 

Lidia . Did  he  tell  him  you  were  in  Mens  Cloaths  too  ? 

Olivia . That  I think  was  omitted  j he  only  nam’d  a Difguife:  but 
t would  have  been  an  excellent  Scene  of  Mirth  for  thee,  hadft  thou 
but  feen  how  he  lookt,  when  I firft  rail’d,  aqd  at  lad  difcarded  him> 
He  was  as  pale  as  death,  and  (hook,  as  if  he  had  an  Ague. 

Lidia.  Nofuch  occafion  of  Mirth, if  you  knew  all.  (jdfide. 

Olivia o I expe<ft  him  here  at  his  Aunts  prefently,  and  then  to  ob- 
ferve  the  harrangue  between  my  Husband  and  he  will  be  excellent 
diverfion. 

Lidia . But,  How  (hall  I contrive  to  be  there?  I dare  not  let  my 
Brother  fee  me  with  you,  for  I have  ever  made  him  believe  I was  ig- 
norant of  your  defignsv  but,  if  I could  be  a private  Speftator. 

Olivia . Private Why  ’tis  but  pinning  up  your  Gown,  putting 

on  a Scarf,  pulling  your  Hood  over  your  Face,  and  pra&iceing  a little 
the  Chambermaids  impudent  Gate,  and  you  may  pafs  for  one  of  my 
Lady  Beardly’s  Family. 

Lidia.  Well  j Pme  refolv’d  I le  venture,  if  it  be  onely  for  the  fake 
of  feeing  fo  extraordinary  an  Encounter. 

Olivia.  Follow  me  then  s I think  I hear  fome  body  coming.  {Exit. 

Lidia . By  this  means  I fhall  obferve  Beauford* s a&ions  \ for  I be- 
lieveTme  allotted  to  prove  his  good  genius  when  all’s  donc.{Exit, 

Enter  Sir  Lubberly,  and  Lady  Beardly,  and  lifuk: 

Sir  Lubber.  Prithee  Woman  do  not  trouble  me,  I am  bufie. 

L.  Beard.  Are  ye  fo? why  then  perhaps  ‘tis  mypleafure  to 

delay  that  bufinefs.  I wonder  Sir  Lubberly  you  are  not  afham’d  to 
ufe  me  thus.  Why  would  you  let  me  fall  over  the  great  Forme  in 
the  Hall,  and  not  give  me  timely  warning?  knowing,  like  a cruel 
man  as  ye  are,  that  the  Monkey  broak  my  Spectacles  yederday,  gc~ 
ing  to  read  a Proclamation. 

Sir  Lubber.  I give  ye  warning why  what  a Devil  are  ye 

blind  — Cant  fee  neither,  this  is  word  of  all,  this  raifes  my  diflike 
of  ye  to  an  extravagant  degree?  Whyhark’ee,  fpcak  in  your  own 
Conference,  Can  you  be  fo  unreafonable  to  defire  me  to  fall  in  Love 
with  that  Madrid  Face  of  yours  ? come,  1 put  it  to  ye,  Can  you  be  fo, 
unreafonable  ? 

L.  Beard.  AWr/V-Face,  I fcorn  your  words  Sir : for,  had  not  Age 
been  a little  too  bold  herejthere’s  ne’ie  a Woman  in  Chridendome 

has 
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has  a more  comely  countenance  though  I fay  it ; come,  I would  fain 
know  the  defers  of  it. 

SirLub.  Would  ye,  well,  well,  have  patience,  and  you  (hall : Why, 
in  the  firft  place,  your  eyes  are  funk  fo  hollow,  that  a man  had  need  of 
a pcrfpeftive  Glafs  to  look  into  your  head  to  dilcern  ’em  i then  your 
Note  is  like  the  Gnomon  of  a Dial,  which  the  Sun  has  warpt  for  ma- 
ny a year  — but  what  is  a continual  eye-fore  to  me,  is  that  intollera- 

ble  Beard  of  yours Why  the  devil  don’t  you  go  to  the  Barbers? 

Why  don’t  you  (have  ? o’ons  thofe  whiskers  are  moft  abominable. 

La.  Beard.  Ha — alack  aday,  it  does  fprOut  indeed, (lookj  inber  Glafs, 
this  is  my  purblind  Womans  fault  now,  oh  fie  ! introth,!  cannot  blame 
him,  this  is  a little  unfeemly,  that’s  the  truth  on’tj  akgs  out  a great 
but  ’tis  many  a good  Womans  imperfe&ion,  that '>S£pairofCizers  and 

my  comfort but  come  Sir  Lubberly , lam  the  yfnips  her  Beard. 

Confort  of  your  bofom,  and  youfhould,  methinks,  wink  at  my  im- 
perfections:  confider,thereisno  wife  but  has  external  or  internal  fail- 
ings > ah  Sir  Lubberly ! you  could  have  wink  d once~*^you  could 
have  born  with  this  face  of  mine  before  you  had  your  ends-' — but 
now  my  Nofe  is  like  the  Gnomon  of  a Dial.  Hah  ! well,  you  verifie 
the  old  proverb. 

SirLub.  What  proverb  now  ? come,  what  proverb? 

L.  Beard.  When  the  Devil  was  fick^  the  Devil  a Monkjvonldbe^ 

But  when  the  Devil  rvas  well , the  Devil  a Monk ( was  he.  (weeps 

SirLub.  What  a pox  then,  you  make  a Devil  of  me  do  ye?  hah? 
this  is  rare  impudence,  but  I’ll  fetch  your  Similes  out  ye  old  Jade. 

( Strides  her. 

L.  Beard.  Help  help  thert,  why  Sir  Lubberly  are  you  mad  ? gad  for- 
give me,  are  you  infatuated  ? what  fwingeyour  wife  the  firft  week 
of  your  marriage,  before  the  Wedding-fhooes  are  warm,  as  one  may 
fay — -oh  Villain,  Fool,  Coxcomb,  why  thou  art  like 

SirLub.  Like — what  more  Likes  frill  -mum  I fay — Tace 

I command  ye,  as  you  expedfc  Bamboo  fhould  flcep  in  peace,  be  fi- 
lent.  Exit 

L.  Beard.  Oh  woman,  woman,  what  haft  thou  brought  thy  felf 
too ! 

iif.  Come  come,  havepatience  Madam,  have  patience. 

L.  Beard.  Patience  — What  a Woman  of  quality  as  I am,  and  fuf- 
fer  my  felf  to  be  thus  us’d?  I have  made  a fine  bufinefs  of  it  \ in 
troth  I have  fupported  this  decay’d  frame  of  Beauty  toarare  purpofe, 
if  this  be  the  fruits  on't  ! And  yet  ’tis  no  more  than  what  all  of  us 
are  liable  too  ^ Marriage  is  a thing  we  are  as  greedy  of,  as  a Fifh  is  of 
a bait,  though  he  fwallows  his  dcftrudlion  : we  cannot  help  it,  it  is 
in  our  natures,  nay,  we  cannot  live  without  if,  and  then  too,  ii  we 
do  marry,  ’tis  to  thefe  young  Rafcals,  though  we  are  fure  it  is  not 
us  they  hive,  bur  our  Money  s well,  I muft  do  fomething  by  way  of 
prevention  \ I’ll  go  and  invite  allmy  Relations  and  fiLnds  to  dinner-, 
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it  maybe  good  admonition,  may  work  much  upon  him*,  if  not,  my 
penitence  (hail  be  a warning  to  my  whole  Sex, 

lb  at  they  may  kyon>  bow  dearly  1 repented , 
lhat  married  thrice , yet  could  not  be  contented. 

Exit , 

Enter  Sir  Frollick,  Ifabella,  Lidia,  with  Sir  Lubberly. 

‘ . ; ;■  ..  ' ' , !/:  ; .:!)  . •*  • , J ' : 

Sir  Frol .-  How  now  Sir  Lubberly , what  flinch  from  your  friends, your 
guefls,.  and  Relations — give  me  patience  ! this  is  but  an  odd  way  of 

welcome what  my  good  Lady  in  tears  too- hah,  by  my 

faith  this  is  a little  of  the  fooneft  Sir  Lubberly. 

SirLub.  Ah  let  her  alone,  let  her  alone — the  more  (he  howls,  the 
lefs  (he  fcolds,  you  underfland  me. 

Sir  Frol.  Ay  ay,  .Sir,  I underfland  ye,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! give  mO  pati- 
ence: What  an  intolerable  dunce  is  this  Nephew  of  mine  ! come 
no  more  of  this  April  weather  j faith  this  ill  agrees  with  a Bride  the 
hr  A week  of  her  Marriage. 

Ifab . Efpecially  one  match’d  fo  to  her  hearts  content, one  that  mar- 
ried a young  man  for  the  pleafure  of  his  company,  and  yet  having 

poflelhon,  is  not  fatisfied< fie 1 fwear  this  can  be  no  fault  of 

his,  but  the  effeds  of  your  own  illnatuie. 

L.  Beard . Well  Madam,  mock  on it  may  be  your  own  cafe 

another  day,  when  you  come  to  be  old  i I as  little  thought  as  you 
to  come  to  this,  but  'you  fee  the  confequence  of  Love  and  Folly. 

Sir  Frol . Come  good  Madam,  no  more  ot  this,  i have  an  affair  to 
inform  ye  of.  I met  your  Nephew  Mr.  Beauford , jufl  now  in  the  Con- 
Rabies  hands,  and  upon  information  of  the  bufin  fs,  found  it  to  be  a 
very  flight  matter  and  though  for  my  part,  all  things  confider’d,  I 
have  of  all  men,  thejeaft  reafon  to  (land  his  friend,  yet  thinking 
my  felf  fufficiently  revenged  on  hitn,  and  my  good  nature  prompt- 
ing me  to  forget  and  forgive,  I took  him  into  the  next  Tavern  to 
know  the  truth  of  the  matter,  and  after  we  had  drunk  halfeadozen 
bottles,  and  debated  on  the  matter,  I defied  the  Officer  to  bring 
him  hitherto  you  to  make  an  end,  he  is  without  there,  and  in  my 
opinion,  ’twill  be  for  your  credit,  to  difeharge  him  as  loon  as  ye 
can. 

L.  Beard.  In  troth  andfo  I will who  knows- but  I may 

live  to  have  comfort  of  him nay  Sir,  never  mump  nor  lowre 

for  the  matter,  as  gad  fave  me,  I will  have  con  fob  r ion  one  way  or 
other,  1 in  troth  will  I,  aud  there’s  the  refplution  of  a wrong’d 
Wife. 

SirLub.  Then  there’s  the  refoluflion  of  an  inrag’d  Husband  Spikes 

Lydia.  Fie  Six  Lubberly,  what  flrikea  Wom£n  ? c & er • 

SirLub.  Woman,  hang  her,  flic’s  no  Woman — nor  on  my  con- 
fluence was  ah,  if  I could  but  create  a fancy,  or  find  by  any 

Search, 
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Sca/chr  Art,  or  Induftry  -that  (he  ever  had  been  Woman,  I could 
be  patient,  but  to  marry  a piece  of  German  Clockwork,  that  only 

hangs  together  like  Geometry a Hagg,  a Witch  of  Endor >~ 

oh  ’ t is  intollerable  ! 

lfab.  But  will  unmanning  your  felf  by  beatingher,  help  this  ? 

Sir’ Luo!  I don’t  know it  gives  my  heart  a littJe  cafe  hovv^ 

ever 

Sir  Frol.  But  fee,  who<rOmcS  here  ? 

Enter  Beverly  pulling  in  Wheedle,  drefi  in  a mean  Countrey- 
Habit>  and  Olivia  after. 

fever.  Nay  Madam,  no  drawing  back,  \ am  re&ly’d  to  have  my 
humour.  . 

Whead.  Dear,  Sweet  Sir,  do  not  (hame  me  before  all  this  com- 
pany. ..  ».  ...  • ' 'r,  n 

Sever . Confound  your  Sirens  note,  I am  deaf  to -entreaty,  Genr 
tkinenand  Ladies  pray  view  this  Creature,  jperufe  her,  well,  (he's 
worth  your  cbfervation  > this  piece  of  Countrey  dirt  was  once  my 
Mitfrifs,  Lady  of  my  Heart,  pfallmv  Love,  my  Honour,  whofe  face 
made  me  forget  a virtuous  Wife,  to  fawn  and  doat  upon  her  hypo- 
cryfie  I fell  in  love  with  her  in  a Countrey  village,  where  her  old 
Father  lived,  a peaceful  Ploughman,  that  knew  no  Heaven  beyond 
a fruitful  Crop  , noi  Hell  beyond  (oul  weather  *,  there  at  her  Taske 
as  (he  fate  fpinning,  mourning  ip  .tears,  the  fa  very  of  her  life',  And 
thofe  hands  that  now  appear  (o  delicate,  then  parch’d  and  Sun- 
burnt, turning  therude  Wheel  > 1 faw  her,  pitty’d  her,  quickly  woo’d 
and  won  her. 

Sir  Frol.  Very  well  Sir. 

Sever.  Brought  her  to  Town,  cbertfh’d  her  as  my  life,  gave  her 
rich  Cloths  and  Jewels,  made  her  lit  at  a new  Play  among#  the  great- 
eft  Ladies  : in  Fine,  fo  well  i lov’d  her,  that  bad  (he  not  been  lefs 
grateful  than  the  Devil,  fie  ne’er  could  have  defer  ted  me. 

But  marhjvb at  creatures  Women  are 

So  infinitely  vf/e  and  fair.' (as  a peribn  of  great 

Wit  and  Honor  fatvrically  fays ) this  Devi],  whofe  kindnefs  all  prov'd 
fubtilry,  mauger  all  my  Favours  left  me,  flighted  me,  and  falling  in 
love  with  a fmooth-fac’d  flafty  fellow,  had  the  impudence  to  court 
him,  with  the  very  Jewels  1 had  given  her  *,  but  that,  as  good  for- 
tune ordered  it;  I countermanded,  a.nd  as  the  reward  of  your  ingrati- 
tude, for  ever  banifh’d  you  my  heart  Vand  thus  in  the  faine  gorgeous 
habiliments  I hr#  found  you  in,  irave  tpyuBd-ydu  loofeupon  the  Com- 
mon. . ! T 

J)  ifp  lay  the  fatal  fnarer  in  which  'men  fail. 

And  flown  frond  Jilts , therea  t#}  Original. 
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SirLub . Gad  and  prudently  done  too,  for  the  down-right  Devil’s 
in’umnow-a  days.  But  come,  now  I have  another  bulinefs:  I have  a 
Ticket  from  the  young  fpark  I lately  fpoke  of,  to  meet  him  here, 
but  am  afraid  he’s  too  much  a coward  to  keep  his  word. 

0 iy . Is  he  fo  Sir  ? 

Sever,  I beg  your  pardon  Sir,  for  my  fufpition- -but  come, 

no  more  words,  let’s  deal  foftly  off,  you  underhand  me. 

O/iv.  Ay  Sir,  I underhand  ye  very  well,  but  I know  not  what’s 
the  matter,  I’m  in  fo  good  a humor,  that  l am  now  more  enclinM 
to  a reconciliation,  than  to  fighting.  Come  faith  Sir,  let  it  be  fo, 
for  what  is  pad,  HI  make  ye  amends,  and  becaufe  ’tis  fit  ye  know* 
the  perfonthat  put  that  pkafant  trick  upon  ye  yederday,  you  (hall 
fee  my  Face,  how  d’ye  like  it/  (unmafques. 

Sever. My  Wife!  fure  ’tis  not  poilible ! 

JVbeed . Hah  ! his  Wife  ? 

Olivia.  By  heaven  very  poilible  Sir, and  very  true  I allure  ye ; 

I am  that  very  Numerical  perfon  you  were  fpeaking  of  One  that  to 
farther  her  revenge,  has  fo  long  worn  thefe  fortunate  breeches,  that 
(he  can  hardly  cbnfent  to  return  to  quondam  Petticoats  again  ^ one 
that  has  cur’d  your  jealoufie  by  giving  the  caufe  to  be  fo,  and  ladly, 
won  yourMidrifs  infpightof  your  Sword,  and  Policy.  Put  for  you 
Madam  (To  Wheedle  ) I vowtogad,  ’tisan  extream  affli&ion  to 
me,  that  I am  utterly  incapacitated  of  ferving  ye  in  that  manner 
you,  I know,expe&,  and  paffionately  defire  : ’tis  alas  a cheat  Madam, 
that  Nature  has  impos’d  upon  our  Sex:  you  mull  needs  think  much 
againd  my  own  good  liking*  yet  though  I cannot  be  the  happy  per- 
fon, I’ll  give  ye  a word  to  fome  young  fpark  that  can,  and  1 know, 
you'll  like  that  as  well. 

SirLub.  Hark  Sweetheart,  if  thou  wilt  accept  of  half  a Crown 
a week,  and  be  content  to  lye  in  a Garret. 

Wbead.  Bafe  treacherous  Creature- — ah  curfe  upon  my  (lupidity  ! 

Sever.  Come  to  my  bofom,  thou  art  mine  again — all 3H  my 

own,  and  (halt  befbior  ever — for  from  this  moment,  all  bafedrolfy 
thoughts,  that  foil’d  the  life  and  ludre  of  my  Judgement,  (hall  vaniflr, 
and  indead  of  thofe,  thy  Beauty,  Love,  Cpndancy,  and  Wit,  (hall 
crown  my  heart — -blot  from  thy  bread  my  faults,  and  let  our  union 
teach  the  Wild,  Roving,  and  inconftant  World,  how  rhey  (lsould 
Live  and  Love,  mydeareft  Creature. 

Oliv . This  now  is  like  a Husbands  love  > free  as  it  fhould  be*, 

IVhich  mine  Jhall  equal , and  novo  Yll  boldly  fayy 
Wbenfoe^er  yours  rvas^  ibis  vs  my  Wedding  day . 

Enter  Lady  Eeaidly,  Beauford , and  Brainworm. 

L.  Beard.  Come  Sir,  and  pray  let  me  hear  no  more  of  thefe  Rro- 

licks,  live  civilly  and  orderly — and  drive  to  oblige  your  Aunt 

come,  you  may  if  you  pleafe,  be  a comfort  to  her  in  her  calamity : 

We 


yiwu  in 


U 


7 


We  are  not  fo  near  akin,  thank  heaven,  but  we  may  comfort  one  ano- 
ther. 

Sir  Litb.  Old  Joan  ceafe  your  Clack,  it  offends  my  Ear : Cofin 
Beauford , welcome  to  my  houfe,  I’m  your  Uncle,  d ye  fee,  and  there’s 
arefpedtdue  •,  but  no  words  of  that,  let  the  old  Women  chatter  to 
themfelves,  make  thy  addrefs  to  me  boy.  Come,  there’s  a Collation 
flays  within,  pray  let’s  all  go  and  tofs  a bottle  or  two  — Coz,  give 
me  thy  hand,  dofl  hear — fee  me  often  — doe  — igad,  thou  (halt  be 
welcome  j come  Gentlemen,  pray  let’s  goc. 

Bever.  With  all  my  heart  Sir,  I’ll  make  one,  Mr.  Beauford  and  I 
have  long  been  at  difference,  and  many  rongh  Scene  has  pafl  betwixt 
usi  come,  let  it  end  now:  for  the  injuries  I have  done  you,  I ask  you 
pardon  , and  will  give  you  what  other  fatisfa&ion,  you  will  demand, 
for  thofe  you  have  done  me,  I forgive  utn  freely. 

Sir  Frol.  Andfo  do  I. 

Oliv . And  I. 

lfab.  And  I. 

Brainw.  And  I,  he  has  got  me  many  a beating,  heaven  pardon  him, 

I do. 

Bever.  And  further,  by  way  of  recompence  for  Iofs  c-f  this  Lady, 
I promife  upon  my  honor,  that  any  thing  fbut  her)  fhall  on  my 
part  be  readily  tender’d,  to  exprefs  the  endearments,  I ddire  to  pay 
Mr.  Beauford , 

Beauf  Faith  Sir  I am  heart i[y  forryyour  Complement  is  lofl  up' 
on  me,  but  my  brains  are  grown  fo  watry,  and  my  wit  is  fo  thin  Sir, 
with  my  common  Calamity,  that  I fear  I fhould  make  but  an  ungrate- 
ful Repartee:  I am  now  fludying  new  Philofbphy,  and  to  baffle  my 
future  ill  luck,  am  refolv’d  voluntarily  to  embrace  fome  flrange  mis- 
fortune : that  being  once  at  the  lowefl  ebb,  the  Devil  may  have  no 
power  over  me}  to  which  purpofe  I will  inflantly  marry  the  mod 
ugly,  old,  vicious,  mercenary  creature  I can  meet  with}  and  if  there 
can  be  werfe  luck  than  that,  I am  miflaken. 

Bever . Ha,  ha!  this  is  an  excellent  humor  i’faith. 

L.  Beard.  Why,  what  a mad  fool  art  thou  ? havenot  I told  ye  that 
I would  flick  by  ye  ? 

Lyd.  And  will  ye  marry  any  WToman,  d’ye  fay  Sir  > 

Beauf  Any  Woman,  by  this  Jight thee  if  thou  wilt and 

faith,  now  I look  on  thee  again,  thou  art  a very  fit  perfon,  and  I be- 
lieve the  Devil  has  fent  thee  hither  jull  in  the  nick,  to  make  thy 

market:,  come  give  me  thy  hand let  thjkconfent  anfwer  it, 

and  here  I do  promifeupon  the  honor  of  a Gentleman  j I mean  an 
unluckyGentleman,  to  marry  thee  to  morrow. 

Lyd.  I mofl  Religioufly  accept  of  it. 

Sir  Frol.  ) 

and  (Hold,  hold,  we  muft  deny  this  Contra#. 

Bever . ) 


K 


Beauf', 


^ U LTD  il  cyu  r, 

i?ej?//.Gen$1emen,  ’tis  too  late bat  flay  now,  let  me  confi- 

der  her  a little,  by  her  Face  (he  may  be  a Witch,  by  her  Tongue  a 

Scold,  and  by  her  Habit  a Whore a very  hopeful  Spoufe  ifaith* 

but  pray  caufe  her  to  unvail, for  I am  refolv’d  you  (hall  fee  the  worft 
of  her,  now  my  hand’s  in,  , ( difeovers  her  felf \ 

Sir  Frol.  Give  me  patience  — — what Madam  Lidia  ! 

Fever.  How  — my  Sifter  ! 

Beauf  Now  do  I expedt  fome  ftale,  rotten,  overgrown  Chamber- 
maid, fome  eternal  Green  (kknefs,  fome  compound  of  Paint  and 
Impudence,  that  has  been  fuffer’d  to  live,  meerly  to  plague  morta- 
lity ; but  come,  hang’t,  I’ll  ftand  up  boldly,  and  bear  my  afflidli- 
on  like  a man.  Well  Sir  Frolic my  doom  is  fhe,  a Witch  or  a 
Gipfey. 

Sir  Frol . O’ons,  are  you  mad  Sir  > why  ’tis  Mr.  Beverly's  Si- 

fter one  worth  at  leaft  ten  thoufand  pounds. 

Beauf  What  ten  thoufand  pounds  } 

JBever.  Sifter,  this  does  not  fuit  your  Education. 

Lidia.  Brother,  )OUr  pardon,  I am  now  at  age,  and  will  not  be 
controuFd. 

Oliv.  This  wTas  more  than  I expected,  but  I am  glad  on’t  for 

Beauford?, s fake. 

Lidia . What,  I warrant  Sir,  you  repent  your  bargain  now  ? come 
what  d’ye  think  on’t 

Beauf.  Think  on’t!  the  Devil  take  me  Madam,  if  I am  not  paft 
thinking*  lam  all  extalie,  fear,  hope,  wonder:,  but  will  you  really 
marry  me?  and  are  you  worth  ten  thoufand  pound,  is  there  no 
trick  ink  ? gad,  the  apprehenfion  of  my  late  ill  luck  does  fo  torture 
me*  therefore  dear  Creature  tell  me*  (wear, is  there  no  trick  in  this 
upon  your  foul  ? 

Lid . None  I fwear —I  am  refolv’d  to  marry  ye. 

Beauf.  Not  a word  more,  there’s  a bargain  made. 

Sever.  Mr.  Beauf  or  d , do  not  flatter  your  felf  y your  Eflate  mud 
be  confulted,  before  we  proceed  further  in  this  affair*,  (he  is  my  Si- 
fter, I am  her  Guardian  too,  and  have  now  dcool.  of  hers  in  my 
hand. 

Beauf  Have  ye  fo  ! Egad  I’le  have  fomething  elfe  of  hers  in  my 
hands  then,  by  to  morrow  night,  I am  refolv’d  : and,  now  I think 
onk  better,  your  Honor  is  pawn’d  to  aflfift  me,  and  I challenge  it  as 
you  are  a Gentleman. 

Beverly.  The  Devil’s  in’t.  that  this  (hould  happen  thus.  (Afide. 
Well,  Sir,  though  this  be-an  odd  turn  in  fortung,  yet  never  (hall  any 
breach  of  promife  taint  my  Honor* 

Here  take  her  , She's  yours  , and  now  he  hold  to  fayr 
Midjl  all  Ill-LhcK-)  This  is  your  happy  day. 

Beauf. 


LfOOdLucf^  at  La[t. 


Beauf.  'Well,  if  this  fhould  be  a Dream  at  la  A now — but  a 

pox  'tis  impoflible,  I have  her  in  my  armes  here,  and  if  the  Devil 
takes  her  from  me  now , gad  he  (hall  take  me  too.  We’Je  go  lo- 
vingly together. 

Sir  Frollickj  Come,  all’s  well,  all’s  well:  this  was  a lucky  bufinefs, 
’faith  ^ but  give  ye  Joy,  Sir,  give  ye  Joy. 

Sir  Lub.  Now,  if  my  Grannum  there  and  I were  reconcil’d  too, 
we  fliould  be  all  Friends  *,  but,  How  the  Devil  is’t  poflible,  when  a 
Man  has  fuch  a continual  Hagg-look  from  her  / No,  it  will  not  be; 
’Sbud,  me  thinks  (lie  looks  more  like  a Witch  every  day  then  other* 
I (hall  be  haunted  ere  long  with  her  Imps,  and  Fairys  j Well,  I’me  re- 
folv’d  to  fpend  all  her  Eftate  in  comforting  my  heart  up  ; Fme  con- 
feious  to  myfelf  how  much  I want  it for, 


He  that  Wedds  an  old  Hagg,  that  bad  three  Men  before , 
Has  one  Hell  on  Earth t and  another  in  Store . 


Epilogue,. 


By  Mr.  ^Cs^s  > Reprefenting  my 

Lady  BEAM'D LT, 

LI  you  that  know  the  Widdows  difpofition , 
Mourn  my  hard  fate,and  pitty  my  condition . 
At  1 5 years  my  heart  to  Love  began ; (Weeps. 
And plact  it's deareft happinefs  inMan  5 
I Marry  d,  Bury  d,  Match' t a Second  time. 
Nay , and  a thirds  Was  ever  fuch  a Crime  $ 
My  two  firft  Husbands  lov  d Wine  more  then  Prayers } 

Ones  Heart  I broke , f other  his  Neck  down  Stairs  $ 

The  third  Fool  I Cor  nut  ed - — — a ?neer  Logg  — 

But , this  fourth  Rogue  here  beats  me  like  a Dog . 

^ decent  Curfe  her  that  leaves  Bandore , 

Taints  her  Haggs  face , 4 W Marries  at  Fourfcore  : 

But,  leajl  there  fjould  be  any  Matron  here , 

TI?  I may  not  gratefully  appear  5 

One  who  perhaps  may  quite  mi  [dkg  this  DreJJing, 

Matcht  with  a Boy , yet  mifi  the  only  Blejjing  : 

Who , Mifer-likg , would  reap  all  Grains  that  grow , 

When  fje , alafs , //  much  too  old  to  Sow  : 

Fearing  her  Rage , Lie  change  my  Sex,  and  then 
Caft  my  Snakes-Skin5  and  thus  turn  Nokes  a gen. 

(Pulls  off  all  his  Head-cloaths. 

Soe  St<ate-Fanatickj  change  to  the  Party -Royal, 

And,  when  they  dare  Rebell , noe  more  turn  LoyaL 


FINIS. 


